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EOITEGE” CAEL 


Contact 7 celebrates the Continuation of the Dream, a changing progression from the Old 
to the New. As we have followed the developing friendship between Kirk and Spock over the 
last eight years, we have experienced their trials and triumphs, their sharing and their long, 
two-and-a-half year separation. We have seen tragedy and tears, comedy and chuckles, under-~ 
standing and misunderstanding. But most of all, we have witnessed their growth. Now they are 
back aboard Enterprise, they have defeated the Earth's foe and faced their own demons. Once 
again they prepare to meet, together, whatever awaits them... out there - thataway. 


CONTACT continues to explore this relationship, in all stages of its growth and with 
speculation about the future. "From the old, comes the new... " words to a song, applicable 
to this issue, for included within are both pre- and post-motion picture stories and poetry. 
We had considered presenting the material in chronological order, from series to screen and 
beyond, but our real purpose is to demonstrate the blending of the two, to show that love 
endures, despite the onslaught of time and circumstance. While change is inevitable, the 
quality of that love is the one constant in the universe. 


Friendship cannot be measured by standard means. It is an intangible state that manifests 
itself in ways too varied to be acknowledged. CONTACT has long been the recipient of this 
priceless treasure, and we, too, recognize the inadequacy of trying to define it in words, 

Yet, one of the ways we have often witnessed its presence is by means of support. CONTACT 
would not exist without the support of its friends, as we suspect each of our favorite subjects 
would have difficulty existing without the support of the other. 


We'd like to acknowledge, now, CONTACT's special friends. 


Our "Baltimore" group (lovingly and complimentarily dubbed the "Contact Group" by fandom, 
although several other zines are also the by-product of this creative mass), Truly, CONTACT 
would not succeed without your love, help, friendship and support. This zine.is as much yours 
as it is ours. Each of you, in your own way, contribute of yourselves to make our combined 
efforts a reality. To Martha, Marion, Margaret (try saying those three fast in a crowded room!), 
Terri, Bonnie, Cheryl, Suzanne, Kathy, Gerry, and Carolyn... We love you. 


The Contributors... Working with the creative talents of authors and artists affords an 
editor the chance to get to know them as people. Drawn together by our mutual desire to share 
something meaningful and enjoyable with the rest of fandom, we have all pulled toward a common 
goal, greater than its individual parts. Through this means, we count ourselves fortunate to 
have had the opportunity to get to know each of you and to count you among our friends - new 
and old. 


The Readers... who support us financially (it's not mercenary to acknowledge we need funds 
to exist) and with enthusiastic response and encouragement. Many of you date back to our first 
issue, in 1975, and have continued with us throughout the years. You are why CONTACT 4s. 


The friendship and love of Kirk and Spock endures, '... no matter what someone who thinks 
he's wiser tries to do.’ CONTACT shall endeavor to endure, also. Issue #8 is planned for 
publication in February - we have already accepted several submissions (see ads), but more 
are needed a3 we continue to grow. NO! (Get ready for the shock) We are not saying that this 
is our last issue! And that, in itself, is a first for CONTACT. 


WE ARE ONE... WE REACH, 
LE eo ¢ Nancy 





Ginna LaCroix 





Fire spray was flying high as the sailboat rapidly cut its way through 
the choppy water, covering the three men who were sailing her. The strong 
sun blazed down from a cloudless sky and the wind blew without pause. 


McCoy grimly hung onto the wheel that Kirk had abruptly left in his 
care. He blessed the fact that they were well out from shore and he didn't 
have to worry about ramming into anything. 


But, as concerned as he was about trying to hold the flying boat on a 
straight course, he could not help but notice the easy way that Kirk and 
Spock worked together to lower and tighten the sails. McCoy knew that 
Spock's sailing experience was minimal, as was his own, yet that steel trap 
mind had recorded every sail position and he was experiencing no difficulty 
in following Kirk's orders. 


To Kirk, standing on the slippery deck was as natural as standing on 
the bridge of a starship. McCoy knew that Kirk had purchased this sailboat 
shortly after becoming Chief of Operations for Starfleet and from what he 
had learned from other people who had worked with Kirk during that time, the 
boat had quickly become his life. He would spend every spare minute he had 
either working on her or out sailing the blue waters around San Francisco. 


McCoy mentally shook his head over the suffering that all three of them 
had endured over the past few years - stupid, needless suffering. If only 
one of them had used his head at the end of that mission, if only one of the 
them had held together long enough to talk some sense into the other two, it 
never would have happened. Talk about three men hitting a mid-life crisis 
all at the same time...! 


"Bones, for pete's sake, hold her straight! You'll have one of us 
over the side if you're not careful!" 


Kirk's voice snapped McCoy out of his daydream and he quickly turned 
his full attention to guiding the boat. A few minutes later Kirk and Spock 
finished securing the sails and McCoy gratefully relinquished the wheel to 
Kirk. 


"Sorry, Jim," he said with an apologetic smile. 


"That's okay," said Kirk, "you're a doctor, not a navigator." They 
both laughed at the familiar line that McCoy used so often when he was 
annoyed. 


McCoy got to his feet. "Seeing that I'm not as seasick as I thought I 
would be, I guess I'd better break out the food, that is if you have no 
objection, Captain, sir..." 


"None from this department," said Kirk with a smile. "As a matter of 
fact, I'm starving!" 


McCoy swung down into the small galley and started dishing out the food 
he had brought. He had managed to get a variety that would satisfy the 
three of them. As he was working, he saw Spock swing around the mast and 
make his way back to the stern where Kirk was sitting. For a moment he 
stopped what he was doing and stood looking at the two men as they sat 
talking. 


They've changed,McCoy thought to himself. Jim's grown. The boy I 
once knew has Lost all his illusions about Life, about people. He's been 
through a personal het and an even better man has emerged. He saw Kirk get 
up, the solid muscles in his bare chest and arms rippling under the dark tan. 


"Hey, Bones, what are you doing down there? Growing lettuce for the 
salad?" 


"Be right up!" McCoy turned back to the food but his thoughts were 
still on the others. Spock's found an inner peace IT always thought would 
elude him. How often I've nagged at him to Let himels feel, to understand 
4t's not wrong to depend on other people ~ to shane hts good pornts, and his 
bad. Yet he had to endure almost three years of sackekoth and ashes on that 
Angerno he cakls home before he finally discovered what had been in front of 
him ak the time... 


"Doctor, are you in need of assistance?" 


McCoy jumped, startled at the nearness of Spock's voice. He had not 
heard the Vulcan come down the ladder. "Blast it, Spock, you should know 
better than to creep up on people!" 


Spock's eyebrow rose slightly at McCoy's unexpected outburst. "I 
assure you, Doctor, I was not creeping." 


McCoy grinned, a little embarrassed at his own startled reaction. 
"Sorry. How about taking this up and I'll] bring the rest of the stuff." 
Spock looked at him silently for a few moments, then nodded and took the 
plate filled with sandwiches, McCoy following behind with the rest of the 
food and holding a thermos of drinks under his arm. 


The wind had dropped slightly while McCoy had been in the galley and 
the boat was quietly skimming across the water. Kirk sat with his arm 
dangling over the wheel, instinctively correcting the course as the wind 
threatened to tug the boat off its projected line. 


Spock was inspecting the sandwiches when McCoy reached them. Kirk was 
already happily munching on one filled with peanut butter. 


"There's peanut butter, Spock," said McCoy, "roast beef, and some 
cucumber and watercress..." He saw the Vulcan's eyes brighten at the sound 
of the last combination. "I'll bet you haven't had one of those for a long 
time." 


"Indeed not," said Spock. "Neither of those ingredients are found on 
Vulcan." 


"Especially not on Gol, I'd wager," said McCoy. Then he caught the 
warning look in Kirk's eye and fell silent. He still really had no idea of 
what attempting to undergo the Kolinahr had cost Spock, what sacrifice and 
discipline had been demanded of him as an acolyte, nor of the tremendous 
toll it had taken from him. 


Spock had told Kirk a little about it. He had told him of his final, 
painful acceptance of the impossibility of his divided natures ever being 
able to accept and cope with the tremendous disciplines. Kirk had sat in 
Silence listening to Spock's hesitant, pain-filled explanation of why he had 
left - of what he had been so desperately searching for - and why he had 
come back. 


Spock had not allowed Kirk to respond, the dark eyes warning him that 
the pain of the last years was still too deep, that as yet he could not deal 
with pain other than his own. 


As always, Kirk had accepted Spock's explanation even when he didn't 
really understand it. He had protected Spock from the others when the 
Vulcan had first returned to the Enterprise, even when he had been so 
obviously hurt after Spock had rejected his welcome with no hint of explan- 
ation. Kirk had not let any of the others question Spock, nor had he let 
McCoy's often devastating needling get out of hand. Even now, weeks later, 
Kirk still protected him. Spock needed time to heal, to cope with his 
determined decision to return to his former life. He needed time to 
relearn how to exist with the often illogical emotions of the Humans he 
worked with - to learn again to be the alien among Humans - and to learn to 
deal with the emotions he had finally openly admitted that he felt for the 
one man so important in his universe. 


McCoy poured iced tea for all of them, then leaned back against the 
side of the boat enjoying the light spray that fell from the rising waves. 
He chuckled quietly as he watched Kirk pressing a peanut butter sandwich 
on the somewhat reluctant Vulcan, knowing there was no way that Spock was 
going to be able to refuse. 


"Come on, Spock, you've eaten peanut butter before!" 


Spock looked longingly at the last cucumber and watercress sandwich, 
then took the sandwich that Kirk was holding out. Kirk grinned as he 
turned back to the wheel and slowly swung the boat around so it was facing 
the far distant city. The sails again filled with wind and the boat dug 
deeply into the choppy water. 


"All I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by..." McCoy spoke 
so quietly as to almost go unheard, his eyes on his Captain and his friend. 
Kirk's eyes met his and, for a moment, memories surfaced of the awful 
experience with the M5 computer, but that experience had forged an already 
firm friendship even deeper. 


"She's not as tall as that ship, Bones," Kirk said quietly. Spock 
glanced up at him, not sure what the two of them were talking about. 
Seeing that Kirk's thoughts were obviously far away, he silently substi- 
tuted the untouched peanut butter sandwich for the last cucumber and 
watercress and settled back to enjoy it. 


"No," agreed McCoy, "but you have one that is..." 


A smile crossed Kirk's face at the mention of the Enterprise, the lady 
he had once so foolishly given up, the home to which he had finally 
returned. 


".,.And," continued McCoy, "this is closer to what the poet was 
writing about - the sea, the sky, the wind ~- things that are missing in 
space." 


Kirk glanced around. "I guess some things are destined never to 
change." 


McCoy nodded. "And some things should never change." 


Spock had finished his sandwich and looked up at McCoy's last state- 
ment. "That is illogical, Doctor. Life brings change. Nothing remains 
stationary, not even something that appears as unchanging as the sea. There 
are constant changes, perhaps not apparent to the naked eye but there 
nonetheless." 


McCoy's blue eyes darkened for a moment, annoyed that Spock's infernal 
logic had once again succeeded in destroying a precious moment. "I was 
speaking figuratively, Spock," he said, his annoyance sounding strong in 
his voice. 


Spock looked surprised at McCoy's angry response but before he had a 
chance to answer, Kirk's quiet voice broke in. "I hate to be the spoil 
sport, but I have to be at an operations meeting in a couple of hours. 
We'd better get ourselves ready to head home." 


"T don't want the wheel!" said McCoy, a sudden fear running through 
him that Kirk would expect him to guide the boat while he and Spock worked the 
sails. 


"Don't worry, Bones," said Kirk with a laugh, "I paid too much for 
her to let you smash her on the rocks. Spock can get the sails down while 
you hold them out of the way. We'll roll them once we're docked." The 
three of them fell to their work and yet another impending argument 
between Spock and McCoy was averted. 


Kirk was almost ready. He ran a brush through his hair as he tried 
to remember where on earth he had left his wrist communicator. He remem- 
bered seeing it in an unusual place but for the life of him he couldn't 
remember where that was. For a moment he stood silent, his mind going 
over his various routes of the past few days and the likely places his 
communicator might be. 


A slight noise disturbed him and he looked up to see Spock standing 
in the doorway. His dark eyes were locked on Kirk's figure and Kirk had 
a sudden uncomfortable feeling that he had forgotten to put on an impor- 
tant piece of clothing. He resisted the urge to look down, returning 
the Vulcan's look steadily, wondering what was holding his attention so 
completely. 


Finally Spock walked forward. "Admiral..." The voice was low and 
congratulatory. He had never before seen Kirk in the dress of an Admiral 
of Starfleet Command. 


Kirk grinned, suddenly realizina what Spock had been looking at. 
"They don't boot people downstairs, Commander, not even insubordinate 
officers of flag rank." 


A slight smile tugged at the corners of Spock's mouth. "Your 
promotion was a logical step, Jim. That uniform does, however, add to 
the symbolic honor.” 


"You mean I look dashing," said Kirk with a laugh, knowing full well 
that the uniform fit his trim, muscular figure to perfection, accenting 
his broad shoulders and narrow hips in a way many females had found 
irresistible, and they had provided one small way by which he had somehow 
managed to partially keep his sanity during those long, lonely months 
after Lori had left. 


Spock nodded, an open smile fighting to break the austere face. 
"However," continued Kirk, "this dashing hero is going to get his 


butt kicked if he can't find his communicator and is late for that 
operations meeting." 


"Your communicator is in the pantry next to the popcorn," said Spock 
without a moment's hesitation. 
Kirk looked at him for a moment. "Is there anything you don't know, 


Spock?" 


"There is a great deal that I do not know. However, I am usually 
observant of my surroundings..." 


"Yeah, sure," interrupted Kirk with a grin. "tell, I have to go 
out to dinner with Admiral Nogura and some of his cohorts after this 
meeting so I don't suggest waiting up for me." He moved to the door. 
"Beside the popcorn?" 


Spock nodded. "Third shelf up on the left hand side." 





The music was playing quietly as Spock walked into the book-1lined 
study. They were stayina in the large house that Kirk had purchased in 
the hills high above San Francisco. As a member of the Admiralty and as 
Chief of Operations for Starfleet, he had had to do quite a bit of 
entertaining and so had acquired the large stone house for that purpose. 
It had also turned into a refuge of sorts where he could get away, where 
he could be among his beloved books and the few possessions that would 
remind him of the life he had led, the life to which he had so desperately 
wished to return. 


The study was Kirk's haven. It was here that he had shyly shown 
Spock and McCoy what it was that he held important in his life. It was 
a comfortable place with warm, burnished wood bookcases lining the room, 
a large mantled fireplace dominating one wall, surrounded by deep, com- 
fortable, leather-covered furniture. An antique oak desk made from the 
wood of one of the 'original' Enterprises stood on the opposite side of 
the room from the fireplace, a beautifully detailed miniature clipper 
ship standing proudly on it, her tiny sails filled with an invisible wind, 
sailing on an invisible ocean. 


McCoy was sitting in one of the deep armchairs watching something on 
the wall viewscreen. Spock had been there for a number of minutes before 
McCoy noticed him. 


"Does it make any sense to you, Spock?" he asked cheerfully. 


An eyebrow lifted as Spock thought of an answer. "It does not strike 
me as something that would interest the Captain enough to have purchased 
it," he admitted as he looked at the screen, at the image of a woman who 
appeared to be wailing into an old fashioned microphone. 


"My thought exactly," agreed McCoy, "so I asked him about it. He 
said that Admiral Ciani was interested in old films so they had joined a 
society that showed old movies - some actually dating back to the 
twentieth century. He said this one really caught him, but I can't see 
that it has any redeeming qualities whatsoever." He glanced at the 
chronometer. "Oops, it's getting late. I've got a divisions banquet 
at the Surgeon General's tonight and if I know Ganaud, I'm not going to be 
in any shape to try to steer an aircar afterwards. I'11 probably stay in 
town tonight. Hope you don't mind being by yourself." 


"Not at all, Doctor. I am sure you will enjoy being with your 
colleagues." 


"Well, I'm not so sure," said McCoy with a grin, "but there's no 
way to avoid finding out. See you tomorrow." With that, he bustled out 
the door, leaving Spock alone, the viewtape still running. 


Spock paid no attention to it. His eyes ran slowly over the room, 
savouring all those things that Kirk loved, all those things that belonged 
to the man he had finally had the courage to reach out to and admit need. 


He got up and walked across to the bookshelves, his eyes running 
over the many varied titles, books that covered a wide range of subjects, 
books that could only just begin to satisfy the inquiring mind of their 
owner. 


And he accuses me of insatiable curiosity, thought Spock to himself 
as he moved closer to the fireplace, and to the fire that was crackling 
on the hearth. Gold fLames...gold Like his eyes... 


Slowly the words from a sonq sung by the woman on the viewscreen 
penetrated Spock's mind as he stood looking at the fire. At first he 
did not pay much attention to them - he was watching the flames, his 
thoughts far away. Finally the words forced him to listen, and suddenly he 
understood why Kirk had purchased such a ridiculous viewtape. This last 
song was saying it all. It covered a lot of emotion - a lot of hurt. 
And it asked questions that Spock knew Kirk would never ask anyone but 


himself. 
@BYB) 


Pre fire was eventually only glowina embers in the dark room. Spock 
had sat for a long time, his stomach a hard lump in the middle of his 
body. He knew he had hurt Kirk by leaving. He had tried to explain why 
he had done it and even though he knew Kirk didn't really understand why 
he had gone, he had accepted Spock's explanation and had welcomed him 
back. 


Now a simple song sung from the depths of someone's soul more than 
three centuries ago showed him all of Kirk's pain. 


"The Rose." A simple title - simple words. A rose - a fragile 
flower, the thorns a small protection from life, yet like everything else 
it could be so easily wounded, so easily killed. 


These were words that Spock knew Kirk had listened to, words that 
Spock knew with certainty that Kirk had cried over, just as he had listened 
with hot tears stinging the back of his eyes. The song was sung with 
emotion, with a desperate loneliness that Spock had rarely heard, but 
easily understood. 


Sighing quietly, he got up and put more logs on the fire, then ran the 
tape back and sat down again to let the words flow over him, letting the 
voice reach to his soul. 


Some say love, tt ts a river 

That drowns the tender reed. 

Some say love, tt ts a razor 

That leaves the soul to bleed. 
Some say love, tt ts a hunger, 

An endless, aching need. 

I say love, tt ts a flower, 

And you tts only seed. 

It's the heart afratd of breaking, 
That never learns to dance. 

It's the dream afratd of waking, 
That never takes the chance. 

It's the one who won't be taken, 
Who cannot seem to give. 

And the soul afratd of dying, 

That never learns to live. 

When the ntght has been too lonely, 


And the road has been too tong, 

And you think that love ts only 

For the lucky and the strong, 

Just remember tn the wtnter, 

Far beneath the bttter snows, 

Ities the seed that with the sun's love 
In the spring becomes the rose. 


Again the room fell silent. Slowly Spock stood and rewound the tape, 
then took it from the machine. His mind was filled with images of Kirk - 
of Kirk sitting on the bridge when he had first walked out of the 
turbolift - the look of astonishment turnina to welcome and then puzzled 
hurt. Then the same later in the Officer's Lounge - the welcome, the 
puzzlement, hurt, then anger - but never condemnation. Kirk with great 
trust in his own instincts was willing to wait until Spock opened to him. 


"How I've hurt you," said Spock softly. "There is no way I can ever 
make it up." He had not really ever let himself realize how much he 
must have hurt Kirk by abruptly walking out of his life. Not until this 
moment - not until he had let those simple words tel}? him of the loneli- 
ness Of another - a lonely cry in the darkness, a question which had no 
answer because the only one who could answer was no longer at his side. 


The words were about the Vulcan, not about the Human who was so 
alone. Kirk had never been afraid of love, had never been afraid to 
express love, yet he had never once pushed, never once pried as McCoy had 
so often pried. How could he have been so blind? How could he have 
caused so much pain to the one person he had always loved...? 


Then Spock shook his head. Recrimination would get him nowhere. 
The damage had been done but it was not irreparable. He had come to his 
senses enough to reach out his hand and it had been accepted. They were 
together again. Kirk had his ship and his crew and they were together. 


Nothing else mattered. 


Kirk leaned back in his chair and stretched. He wondered if there 
had ever been an operations meeting that didn't turn out to be an absolute 
bore. This one was finally breaking up after several hours of senseless 
bickering about senseless rules. 


Kirk found himself wondering how he had managed to put up with this 
garbage for the number of years that he had. IT must have neakly hit a 
Low point, he thought to himself, <4 I honestly thought that I might have 
made a difference... A hand hitting his shoulder brought him out of his 
daydream. 


"Ready, Jim?" Kirk glanced up to see Admiral Nogura standing beside 
him. Nodding, Kirk rose to his feet. His stomach was letting him know 
that it was more than ready for dinner. 


The dinner was ordered and drinks were served all round before Nogura 
spoke again. "You've definitely decided about the Enterprise, haven't 
you, Jim?" Kirk looked at him in surprise. He thought they had hashed this 
out weeks ago. He nodded but didn't say anything. 


10 


Nogura frowned. Kirk had not risen to the bait as Nogura had hoped 
he would. He looked around the table and noted that no one met his 
gaze - no one except Kirk. And that was the reason he didn't want to lose 
him. Kirk was the only man of flag rank who dared to stand up to 
Commanding Admiral Nogura, and that meant a great deal to the Admiral. 


"Jim..." he started. 
"No!" Kirk's voice was very low but his eyes were like granite. 
"Admiral Kirk, I am your commanding officer..." 


"Not any longer, sir. I am now under the jurisdiction of Operations, 
not the Admiralty..." 


"You are still an Admiral, sir..." 


"Here, yes, but on the Enterprise I am a Captain and I value that 
position far more than I ever have these stars." He got up. He suddenly 
realized why Nogura had brought him here along with the other operational 
heads. The old man had not yet given up his hope that somehow he would 
get Kirk to change his mind and not take the Enterprise for a second 
mission. He suddenly knew he had to get out, had to leave before Nogura 
had a chance to start these other lackeys harping on the same subject. 

"If you will excuse me, sir," he said quietly, "I have another appoint- 
ment." He nodded formally to Nogura and left before the Admiral had a 
chance to stop him. 


By the time he left Fleet Headquarters he was boiling mad. Briefly 
he thought about heading straight home but decided that he would only take 
his anger out on Spock and McCoy and that would hardly be fair. He 
decided to take a long walk and let himself cool down before he had to 
face anyone. 


The streets fell away under his feet. He paid no attention to where 
he was going, nor did he notice how long he had been walking. With his 
hands buried deep in his pockets, his eyes fixed on the pavement in front 
of him, he let his anger carry him far away from the areas he was familiar 
with and deep into the heart of the city. 


Gradually he became aware of other footsteps. He looked up to see 
that he was slowly being surrounded by a group of people - Human and 
alien. He slowed his pace a little and they closed their circle. He 
drew to a halt, noting that some of them were pulling what looked vaguely 
like Klingon disruptors. 


"What do you want?" he asked quietly. 


One of the men started to answer, only to be stopped by what appeared 
to be the leader of the group. "Silence, Leim," he said sharply. He 
looked at Kirk. "What is Starfleet doing in Sadag?" 


"Where?" echoed Kirk. "I don't understand." He slowly brought his 
hands forward reaching for his communicator as unobtrusively as he could. 
Suddenly everything went black. 


Spock jerked awake, wondering what it was that woke him. The room 
was dark and the house was silent. He lay still for a few minutes but 
there was nothing in the peaceful silence to disturb’ him. Finally he 
rolled over and went back to sleep. 


“6 ho are you?" The voice came again and again, asking the same 
questions. "Why are you here?" 


Kirk's head was pounding. He was tied to an iron bed, his wrists 
wired to the bars at the head of the bed, his ankles wired to the bottom. 
His hands and feet were long since numb but the pain in his wrists and 
ankles let him know the wire was digging deep. 


A hand slapped across his face. "Answer me, Human! I know you are 
conscious!" 


Kirk finally opened his eyes and looked at his tormentor. Cold 
alien blue eyes looked back, the eyes of a murderer, the eyes of a man 
Kirk realized he would have to humor if there were any hope of getting 
out of this situation alive. 


"James Kirk." 


For a moment the man stared at him. "Admiral - Starfleet Command. 
What position do you hold?" 


"Captain, Starship rank..." 
"Admirals do not command starships!" 


"IT do. The U.S.S. Enterprise..." His voice broke off as the hard 
hand hit him again. 


"You lie! The Enterprise belongs to the one named Decker. You were 
sent here, but why were you sent in uniform? Why did Starfleet want us 
to know they have discovered us? Why did they not come in force?" He 
stood looking down at Kirk, at the blood that was running from the corner 
of his mouth and the bruises that were forming from the constant blows. 
"Trebe is coming," he continued thoughtfully. "We will wait for him." 


To Kirk's horror, the man pulled a dirty looking needle and syringe 
from his pocket - an old, barbaric looking device. The man laughed as he 
saw Kirk's expression. "So, Human, this worries you, does it? I take 
it you have never mainlined. I thought all of your rank would have known 
the pleasures of herrash." 


Kirk shuddered. Herrash was a powerful narcotic and, if used often 
enough to become addicted, it could destroy brain function in a Human. 
He had known many people whose careers had been ended by this drug. He 
knew that it was a rare case that recovered after a lona, tough fight, and 
almost always with some lasting damage. If that happened to him there 
would be no possibility of command - no Enterprise - not if this man 
carried out his threat. 
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"Please...no...!" Kirk's voice was cracked and dry. He had not 
realized he would find it so easy to plead, but suddenly that didn't 
matter. He couldn't let all those painfilled years come back to hold 
him in their grip. Not now, not when 1ife was once more held out before 
him, not when he was so close to regaining all he had lost. 


"Just a little," laughed the man, "just enough so that your body 
will cry for more. Just enough so you will realize that you can't fight 
us. We can bring you peace - relief from your agony..." 


The wire tore Kirk's wrists open as he struggled. He could feel the 
warm blood running down his arms as a strap was fixed around his upper 
arm. The man pulled the sleeve up until he found the big vein on the 
inside of Kirk's elbow. There was nothina gentle about the way he 
injected the drug. The grimy needle tore through Kirk's arm as he con- 
tinued struggling. Some of the drug went into the vein, the rest into the 
muscle around the vein. Kirk could feel the instant pain and reaction to 
a drug that burned and destroyed muscle tissue on contact. It was meant 
to be injected intravenously if it was used at all. His arm instantly 
began to swell. 


"Now that was stupid, wasn't it, Admiral?" said the man nastily as 
he pulled the syringe from Kirk's arm. Kirk was sickened to see the man 
wipe the needle on his own dirty shirt, then inject himself with the same 
drug. But the effect on him would be much different than with Kirk. The 
herrash which could so easily destroy a Human scarcely affected an alien. 
It would give a pleasant high then would wear off, leaving no ill effects. 


The man called out and some others came into the room. "He's been 
injected and it's time for us to leave. He must not be found by others." 
He motioned to them and they quickly untied Kirk from the bed, then forced 
him into a small, filthy closet. There they securely tied him with 
more wire, his hands behind his back, then he was pushed to his knees 
and his wrists were witted to his ankles. Then they stuffed a gag in his 
mouth and left him locked in the darkness. 


As the long hours dragged past, Kirk could feel the effects of the 
drug sweep through his system. His stomach churned as the foreign sub- 
stance gripped him. He felt sick and weak which he knew was a first 
reaction to the herrash. He slumped sideways against the wall. He could 
handle this with no great difficulty provided they didn't give him much 
more. The alien had said he was injecting just enough to keep him from 
fighting. Maybe they felt that if they kept him feeling sick that it 
would be sufficient. He hoped so anyway. Maybe he could brazen this 
out - appear to be more affected than he was. Maybe then they wouldn't 
reinject him. 


He made several useless attempts to get more comfortable but however 
he shifted his position, the wire dug deeply into his skin. Then, 
suddenly, he was doubled over by violent cramps. The gag prevented him 
from crying out, but his upper body jacknifed forward, fresh blood running 
down his hands as the wire cord dug even deeper into his wrists. The pain 
left almost as quickly as it had come, and he slowly pushed himself back 
up the wall, sweat starting to run down his face. He desperately wanted 
to be sick but forced himself to keep control. With the gag so tightly 
binding his mouth, throwing up was not a good idea. 


Hang in there, Kirk, he thought grimly. You've been through worse 
than this. So, in his dark prison, locked away from the world with no 
one to miss him or wonder where he was, Kirk began a silent, solitary 


fight for survival. 


Fie paced restlessly around the house, wonderina where the others 
were. McCoy had said that he would probably stay in the city overnight 
but Kirk had said only that he would be back late - and he had not come 
back at all. Spock did not really understand the restlessness that held 
him - he felt only that something was not right. Still, he was reluctant 
to contact anyone. A Vulcan did not function by emotion, and he had no 
logical basis for his uneasiness. He decided he would wait a while longer 


before he acted. 


Fre bright light from the main room momentarily blinded Kirk as the 
door opened. He quickly turned his head away, the movement causing sharp 
jabs of pain to shoot through his head. However, the headache was almost 
all that remained of the scary symptoms that spelled the presence of 
herrash. The cramps had subsided and, although he still felt slightly 
queasy, he knew he was no longer in danger of throwing up. 


He lay passive as the wire bonds and gaq were removed and he was 
pulled from the closet. Momentarily he tried to move on his own and 
instantly confirmed what he had suspected - his feet were too numb to 
feel. He would have to wait for a while before he tried anything. At 
the moment he wouldn't be capable of going anywhere on his own. 


They pushed him into a chair, then all left except the one alien who 
had given him the drug earlier. Kirk glanced at him, then looked away, 
more because the light hurt his eyes than being unable to face his captor. 


The alien mistook the movement for fear. "Well, now," he said with 
a chuckle. "I would have thought a pretty uniform like that would give a 
little more courage to the man who wore it." He got up and poured a glass 
of water, then turned back to Kirk. There was no mistaking the look in 
the hazel eyes - the Human wanted it. "I find I cet thirsty after the 
herrash has worn off. Do you find the same?" 


For a moment Kirk looked at him, then nodded silently. He would 
play this game if it could buy him some time. The pain in his hands and 
feet was telling him that his circulation was starting to return. 


The alien smiled. "Do you want this?" he asked, holding up the 
water. 


Again Kirk nodded. 


The alien got up. "What do the manners of your society require you 
to say?" 


Kirk swallowed hard. How much humiliation was he expected to undergo? 
His voice cracked as he spoke, his mouth feeling as though it was full of 
cotton. "Pl...please." 
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The alien laughed. "Very good, Admiral." He walked forward and 
held out the glass. Painfully Kirk reached forward. Just as his hand 
touched the glass, the alien tipped it and the water poured out onto the 
floor. 


"Oh, too bad," said the alien, savouring the horrified look on Kirk's 
face. "Well, maybe we'll try again later. Water doesn't come cheaply, 
you know." 


As he turned back to the sink, Kirk took his chance and broke for 
the door. His action caught the alien off guard and he almost made it. 
Almost, but not quite. He was slowed by the remaining numbness in his 
feet and was tackled just as he reached the door. His head hit the wood 
with a tremendous crack as he fell forward, and he lay stunned on the 
floor. 


"Now that wasn't a nice thing to do, Admiral," said the alien as he 
rolled Kirk over with his foot. Kirk lay on his back, his head threaten- 
ing to split open. He had miscalculated and he knew he was going to pay 
for it. He struggled feebly as he was pulled across the room, but his 
vision kept swimming and his hands and feet were still numb from being 
tied for so long. 


To his relief he wasn't put back in the closet. He was dragged to a 
corner where he was pulled into a sitting position and his hands were 
tied behind him, then secured tightly to a building support that was 
visible behind one of the many holes in the room's walls. 


Kirk sagged back waiting for his head to stop spinning. He scarcely 
noticed that his shoes and socks were being removed. Suddenly he froze. 
His pant leg was being pushed up and the strap secured around his calf. 
The alien was holding the needle and syringe in his mouth. 


"No! Please...no!" He kicked out but he still couldn't really feel 
where his feet were. The alien sat heavily on his legs, effectively pinning 
Kirk to the floor. Kirk felt the sharp sting of the needle going into his 
ankle, and the painful burn start as more of the drug went into his 
muscle. 


The alien got up and turned to face him. "That was double the last 
dose, Admiral. You should have been nice to me. I wouldn't have given 
you another shot if you'd been nice to me." 


"Go to hell!" said Kirk savagely, trying to let his hate and anger 
conquer the cold fear that had clamped his stomach into a hard ball. But 
the alien only laughed as he moved away. He was looking forward to the 
next hours. A Human's reaction to herrash had always fascinated him 
and he rarely had a chance to watch one newly exposed. Usually he only 
saw those Humans at the clinic whose dependence was already firmly 
established - and who were dying. This one was strona and as yet full of 
fight. He settled himself onto the bed where Kirk had been tied, and sat 
back to watch. 


Kirk still wasn't back when McCoy finally called in late afternoon. 
By then Spock had stopped caring about Vulcan emotion and told McCoy of 
his fears. As usual, McCoy did not doubt what Spock said. When it 
came to Kirk and the subject of his safety, Spock never exaggerated and, 
to McCoy's knowledge, he had never been wrong. 


He told Spock that he would start a quiet search to see if anyone 
had seen Kirk and that he would meet the Vulcan at Fleet Headquarters. 
He hoped there was a simple explanation for Kirk's disappearance but was 
experiencing a sinking feeling that there wouldn't be. 


By the time Spock arrived, McCoy had traced Kirk's steps until he 
had left the Officer's Club the previous evening. After that time no one 
had seen him or heard from him. Spock and McCoy contacted everyone they 
could think of, even people they knew Kirk probably hadn't seen in 
years - and drew a complete blank. 


They sat in silence for some minutes, then Spock looked at McCoy. 
"We should contact Security, Doctor. There is no way the two of us can 
search an entire city." 


"Or possibly a country or a world," said McCoy, his fear and 
frustration sounding in his voice. "Okay, Spock, I'l] come with you, 
then I've got to see Admiral Nogura." 


BY 


Nir fought the drug as long as he could, desperately trying not to 
let himself become an object of amusement for the alien who was watching 
him from across the room. He put up a valiant struggle but the drug was 
too powerful and he eventually gave in to the terrible cramps and nausea 
that were wracking his body. 


Finally Kirk sagged limply forward, exhausted and depleted from the 
raging of the chemical through his system. He heard the alien get off 
the bed and move to his side. Weakly he lifted his head. He watched as 
the syringe moved toward his other leq. He found he didn't have the 
strength to move. He watched the needle puncture the flesh and the clear 
fluid leave the syringe, then leaned his head back against the wall. 


"Why? Why are you doing this?" 


The alien looked at him and, for a brief moment, Kirk almost thought 
he saw a look of sympathy. "You are suffering," he said simply. 


"And this is supposed to help?" asked Kirk in angry astonishment. 


The alien nodded. “This one will. You have been sick because your 
body was not used to the drug. This time you will feel the joys of 
herrash, not just the horrors." 


Kirk felt cold dread. Joys could mean only one thing, that his sys- 
tem would accept and accommodate the drug - the first step to addiction. 
He looked down at the small dribble of blood on his ankle - an innocent 
wound that could spell his destruction. He took a deep breath and braced 
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himsetf. It surely was only a matter of time now before someone would 
come looking for him. By now either Spock or McCoy would have contacted 
Starfleet and listed him as missing. San Francisco wasn't all that large. 
Someone would find him. He just had to hang on until then. 


Yay 


eine, raised a general alarm and discreet inquirfes were begun 
by security personnel. Spock was making an increasingly difficult attempt 
to hold onto his temper as he tried to convince an equally stubborn Lt. 
Commander that he and McCoy had already done all those things that the 
man had ordered the details to do, and it would be more beneficial] to 
expand the inquiry rather than to go over ground already covered. 


Admiral Nogura met them at Security Headquarters. "Commanders," he 
said shortly, "come with me please." Spock and McCoy glanced at each 
other, then followed the stiff, retreating back of the Commanding Admiral. 


No word was spoken until the door of Noqura's private office closed, 
then he turned to the two officers. "All right, what is going on?" 


Spock stepped forward as McCoy opened his mouth to speak and smoothly 
cut him off. He knew McCoy was upset and worried about Kirk, and apt to 
say something he would regret later. 


"Captain Kirk left yesterday afternoon to go to an operations meeting, 
sir, then he was planning to go to dinner with you. He Said he would be © 
late returning." Spock's dark eyes held Nogura's unflinchingly. "He 
never returned." 


For a long moment Nogura looked at him, then glanced at the report in 
his hand. "Yet you waited until this afternoon to report it. Why?" 


"Kirk is not a child, sir," said Spock, his voice sounding respectful 
even though his words did not. "He is not used to having a curfew put 
on his activities." 


Nogura's eyes shot to Spock's face but met only a challenging silence. 


Atta boy, Spock! thought McCoy qleefully. Don't Let this bully 
make you back down! 


Nogura cleared his throat, then thought better than to take up 
Spock's quiet challenge. "All right, your comments are noted. Yet you 
feel this action is unusual for Kirk..." 


"The Captain normally contacts one of us if his plans change," said 
Spock quietly. 


Nogura nodded. "Yes, the 'Admiral' always did the same here..." 
His eyes locked with Spock's but acain the Vulcan refused to back down. 


"Admiral," broke in McCoy, "I am not familiar with the proper pro- 
cedure in cases like this..." 


"Cases like this?" echoed Nogura, quiet anger sounding in his voice. 
"Cases like what, Doctor? I don't think you appreciate the gravity of 
the situation. It is not just a man who is missing, it is the Chief of 
Operations for Starfleet Command..." 


"But he resigned," said McCoy stubbornly. 


"Doctor," said Spock quietly, "you are missing the point. The 
Admiral means that Jim could be a weapon in himself..." 


"What? Spock, you're making less sense than he is..." 


"If jouwill Jet me finish, Commander," said Nogura impatiently. 
"Kirk is one of the most dangerously informed people in Starfleet, Doctor. 
He knows every movement of every ship and practically every officer in 
the Fleet - he ordered most of them. If he has indeed fallen into the 
wrong hands and if they should manage to obtain that information..." 


"Oh boy," said McCoy, slightly stunned at the implications. He 
looked at Nogura. "Admiral, since I am not assigned to Headquarters, I 
need your permission to use the medical monitoring lab." 


Spock glanced at McCoy, wondering what the Human was up to. "For 
what purpose, Doctor?" said Nogura, making a visible effort to control 
his temper. He was not used to people making a stand against him as Spock 
was doing. The Vulcan's dark eyes were condemning him for something, 
although Nogura did not know for what. 


McCoy looked at Spock for support and got it, even though the Vulcan 
had no idea what he was going to suggest. Their exchange was not lost on 
Nogura. 


*At the moment, sir, we have no idea if Kirk is alive, or where he is. 


Part of that might be answered if the medical section tried to hone in on 
his medical monitor. I can't order that done without your permission..." 


"Of course!" broke in Nogura, "I was stupid not to think of it. 
Come on!" Nogura walked quickly from his office with Spock and McCoy 


right behind him, 


BA foot none too gently pushed at Kirk's ribs. Kirk groaned and tried 
to move away, but his arms held him firmly secured. A tall, rather good 
looking man turned to the alien standing at his side. 


"What did you give him, Tandy?" 

"Just a touch of herrash, Trebe, enough to keep him docile." 

Trebe looked back down at Kirk's slumped figure. He had obviously 
been given more than a touch, and had been given herrash more than once. 


The blood on the man's wrists and ankles bore mute testimony to the use- 
less struggle he had put up and the struggle he had lost. 
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"Untie him, get him onto his feet," said Trebe as he turned away. 
He did not look back until all sounds of movement had died away and 
he turned to see James T. Kirk, Chief of Operations for Starfleet 
Command standing in front of him. He looked at Kirk in stunned silence 
for a moment, looked at the damning uniform of the man's rank, then turned 
to Tandy. "Of all the people in this city, indeed on this entire world, 
you had to pick on this one? Tandy, it's bad enough to kidnap a Starfleet 
officer in the first place, much less one of flag rank, but do you have 
any idea who this man is?" 


"Said his name was James Kirk," mumbled Tandy defensively, a little 
angry and confused that Trebe wasn't overjoyed by what he had done. 


"Exactly, James Kirk. And if he isn't the most important man in 
Starfleet he must be pretty damn close. This city will get turned upside 
down when they discover he's missing!" 


"Don't see what's so special about him. We've taken others before..." 


"Those were men on merchant lines who had information concerning 
cargo that we needed. Those men lived nomad lives - no one would ever 
question their disappearance. This man is the Chief of Operations for 
the entire Fleet! There's a big difference there, Tandy, a very big 
difference which you..." Trebe broke off and stood looking at Tandy. 
The alien had obviously been dabbling in herrash again himself and was 
too strung out to follow any line of reasoning at the moment. Trebe 
would have to wait for the drug to lessen its hold before he tried to 
explain further. 


He turned back to Kirk who was now being held upright in the secure 
grip of a man on either side of him. The hazel eyes were dark and 
defiant, even thouah the drug still held him and the ravages of the be- 
ginning of its conquest were more than evident. 


"Well, Admiral," said Trebe, "it is indeed an honor to meet you. Of 
course all such as we know of James Kirk and his accomplishments." 


"What do you want of me? Who are you?" Kirk's quiet voice was 
amazingly steady considering the number of injections of herrash he had 
been given. Yet, to Trebe's suprise, Kirk appeared to have held some 
measure of control. It was obvious that he was susceptible to the drug 
but he clearly had not yet been totally dominated by it. 


"To be truthful, Admiral," replied Trebe just as quietly, "I really 
don't know what we're going to do with you. You're too dangerous to keep 
and too dangerous to kill. Yet there must be a reason why you came to 
Sadag..." 


"What is Sadag?" asked Kirk sharply, but with an uneasy feeling that 
he already knew although he couldn't remember. 


"Come now, Kirk," said Trebe, "you know the answer to that. Why 
else would you be here?" Kirk opened his mouth to reply but the man had 
already turned away. "Tandy, I think we'd better give him some more 
herrash ~ keep him quiet for a while longer until we can come up with a 
plan." 


"No!" Kirk knew he couldn't fight another shot and he was terrified 
of what would happen. He twisted in the grip of his captive's hands 
and the sleeve of his uniform tore. Large, ulcerated sores covered the 
inside of his elbow. Trebe looked at Tandy. 


"He struggled. The needte slipped..." 
"Needle?" 

Tandy nodded. "Only thing I had handy." 
"Yours, I suppose." 

"What's wrong with that?" 


Trebe shook his head. "Nothing now, I guess. I doubt if he'll live 
long enough to give back anyway, even if we could. Inject him, then put 
him in the closet and make sure he's securely tied. I don't want anyone 
finding him accidently. I'm aoing to see what I can find out. I'll be 


back later." 


Tre technicians looked up in surprise when Nogura, followed by Spock 
and McCoy came pounding into the scanning lab, closely pursued by the 
Surgeon General and Greg O'Connor, head of the medical complex at Star- 
fleet Headquarters. 


"Rogers," puffed O'Connor, "pull all recent history of Admiral 
James Kirk and set up an immediate medical scan for same." 


"Yes, sir." The young technician might have been startled at their 
arrival but he was all business once he had been given orders, a happening 
that impressed Nogura. 


Minutes ticked by like hours as Rogers and his team set up the 
necessary equipment. Silence screamed out at the computers started 
collecting the required data. 


"Got him, sir!" Rogers' voice broke into the stillness as his eyes 
remained glued to the computer readouts. O'Connor activated an auxiliary 
computer that would give out the same information, but flashed on a large 
viewscreen, not the private scanner that Rogers was uSing. 


Kirk was alive, but it was obvious that he was far from all right. 
The monitoring system showed he was ina highly agitated state, both his 
body and mind being highly stimulated by something. Rogers and his 
technicians worked feverishly on the incoming data, and they all paled 
when the results finally correlated. 


"Herrash," said McCoy in a choked whisper. "My God, he's taken 
herrash!" 


For a moment Spock stood in frozen silence, then he turned to McCoy. 
"He has not taken it, Doctor. Someone else has given it to him." 
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Nogura looked at them both and started to say something when Rogers' 
voice interrupted him. "We've lost the signal!" 


Instantly O'Connor was at his side. "How? What happened?" 
"Ts he dead?" came Nogura's voice. 


Rogers shook his head. "I don't think so, sir. The symptoms he was 
exhibiting were not violent enough to have caused death, at least not 
yet. That was not withdrawal he was experiencing, that was a full high - 
herrash at its maximum dose in a body that was accommodating the 
chemical..." 


"Meaning that wasn't the first time that Kirk has been exposed to 
it," interrupted Nogura grimly. 


"Meaning that he's been missing long enough now for someone to be 
able to have given him six or eight shots, Admiral," broke in McCoy 
angrily. "Full strength, any Human would be starting to become addicted 
by now!" 


Rogers looked from one to the other, then his eyes fell on Spock, 
mutely appealing for help. 


"You do not feel he is dead," said Spock quietly. 


"No, sir," said Rogers gratefully. "More likely someone has taken 
his tunic off and the belt scanner has been destroyed." 


"Which means that whoever has him is at least somewhat familiar with 
Starfleet," said Spock thoughtfully. 


"But who?" asked O'Connor, "and what reason would they have to risk 
bringing the power of Starfleet down on them?" 


Only silence answered him. No one had an answer to the senseless 


riddle. 
Ya 


Nir was experiencing his first high from the herrash as Trebe came 
bursting into the room and jerked open the closet door. Kirk was lying 
on his side talking quietly to himself and giggling at his own words. 


"Tandy!" yelled Trebe. "Get him untied - fast!" He was already 
dragging Kirk out of the small closet when Tandy reached him and ripped 
the wire forcefully from Kirk's wrists and ankles. 


"Ouch!" Kirk made an attempt to focus his eyes on Tandy. "That 
wasn't nice...hurt little handies." He giggled again. 


"Quick, strip off his clothes!" 


"What?" Tandy stared at Trebe. 


"That belt - it's a scanner. I was a blasted fool not to realize it 
sooner. If Starfleet locks onto that, we would be in bigger trouble than 
we are already. Quick, man, don't just stand there aaping!" 


Within seconds they had stripped Kirk completely and Tandy did a 
thorough body search while Trebe destroyed the scanner. 


"Rub a dub dub," murmured Kirk happily as Tandy's hands searched for 
anything unusual. "Wanna rubber duckie," he said as he was pulled to his 
feet. He looked at Trebe. "Bath time," he announced solemnly. "Can't 
go to bed like this." 


"How much of that stuff have you given him now, Tandy?" asked Trebe 
as he looked at the numerous ulcerated sores on Kirk's arms and legs. 


"Don't know. He keeps struggling..." 


Trebe nodded. "I'd cut back a bit. He's going to blow apart soon if 
you stoke him up much more." 


"But the withdrawal...?" 


"Is more preferable. We may have to destroy him, Tandy, It could 
well be his life versus ours. Bind him and gaq him again, then lock him 
in the closet. If he starts yelling, I don't want anyone to hear him." 


BYR 


nek and McCoy were standina at attention in Nogura's office. The 
Admiral had not asked them to sit and had been starina at the two of them 
for the past several minutes without speaking. 


Finally he turned away and got some brandy out, pouring a glass for 
himself. "The technicians have been told not to talk..." He downed 
the brandy, then turned back to the two officers, his eyes boring into 
Spock. "You said earlier, Commander, that you felt someone else had given 
herrash to Admiral Kirk. Are you sure of that?” 


"Yes, sir," said Spock with quiet conviction. 


"Doctor," said Nogura, looking at McCoy, “isn't it possible that 

Kirk has done this to himself? He's been very depressed in recent months 
...not at all the man we knew. Just last night he more or less told me to 
Shove it..." 


McCoy's face flushed as Nogura spoke. "The pot should never call the 
kettle black, Admiral. Anything Jim went through was a direct cause of 
your actions..." 


"That is not what I asked, Doctor," said Nogrua sharply, but uncon- 
sciously he appreciated McCoy's willingness to stand up to him, just as 
Kirk was ready to go against his wishes, his orders. It was no wonder the 
Enterprise had been the ship she had been with these men. He brought his 
mind back to the present. "These screenings show Kirk is taking or has 
taken herrash. I am asking you if you think Kirk is capable of such a 
self-destructive and drastic action?" 
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For a moment McCoy thought of the hesitant, unsure man he had first 
seen aboard the new Enterprise. Kirk's state of mind and obvious 
depression then might have allowed him to toy with the idea of the relief 
that herrash might have brought him. But the man who had faced V'ger 
never would have. That James Kirk would never destroy himself. McCoy 
looked at Nogura. "No, sir, I don't believe he would be." 


"You hesitated, Doctor," said Nogura quietly. "Your eyes told me 
that you did indeed believe that Kirk might be capable of such an act." 
McCoy was fully aware of the daggers aimed at him from Spock. 


Dam <t, Spock he thought, I can't be poker faced all the time Like 
you are. And Nogura's right, I did hesttate. 


"Gentlemen," said Nogura quietly, "I don't know if you really 
appreciate the gravity of the situation. Kirk is still officially Head 
of Operations. That means he has top security throughout Starfleet. He 
possibly knows more about this organization than any other man alive, 
excluding myself. Now he is missing and from what little we have been 
able to ascertain, quite likely is no longer rational. Whether or not 
he took the drug himself is really no longer the issue. He knows too 
much. If he falls into the wrong hands we can kiss this organization 
goodbye..." 


"Kirk would never break!" broke in McCoy angrily. 


"He'll do anything someone asks if they withdraw that drug, Doctor," 
said Nogura in an icy voice. "We both know that. He's Human and he has 
his breaking point. We all do. I will not have him jeopardize the 
Fleetics 


"Meaning what, Admiral?" Spock's voice was the coldest sound Nogura 
had ever heard. 


"Meaning Starfleet comes first, Commander. We have to find him." 
DT Walle" 


"No, you won't!" Nogura's voice held a quiet menace. "You and Dr. 
McCoy are confined to base." 


"Admiral," continued Spock, the coidness now in his eyes as well as 
in his voice, "we must return to Kirk's home. That is where he will 
expect us to be. If he is in any condition to send a message, that is 
where he will send it." 


"IT will have the house manned by Security personnel around the clock, 
Commander," said Nogura. "I have some idea of what happens when the two 
of you take matters into your own hands and I will not tolerate your 
interference here. Kirk is dangerous enough to lose. You, Spock, hold 
an A7 computer rating and McCoy is one of our top surgeons and scientists. 
I do not know where Kirk is or who might be holding him, but I'll be 
damned if I'll let them grab all three of you!" He pressed the intercom 
on his desk. The door slid open to reveal a security detail. "You will 


accompany these gentlemen to your quarters immediately, where they will 
remain on constant guard. I do not suggest you try anything..." 


There was nothing more to say. Nogura's expression told them he had 
given them all the warning he was going to. Silently Spock and McCoy 
left the room and were taken to their new quarters, virtual prisoners 
themselves and unable to help Kirk in any way. 
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Fre hours passed into days. Kirk lost track of the time they left 
him in his dark hole, stripped naked and vulnerable to their every whim. 


He spent long hours withdrawing from the drug, his body screaming 
for the blessed injection, the blessed relief from the torment. 


Tandy now used him as a plaything. He knew from what Trebe had said 
that Kirk would not be given back alive. It no longer mattered what 
Tandy did to him, except to make sure the withdrawal periods grew longer 
and longer. 


The strong man who had first stood defiantly in front of him was 
gone, replaced by a creature who would do anything, say anything that 
Tandy wished in desperate hope that the alien might give him a shot. 

And Tandy toyed with him, teaching Kirk an intricate pattern which he had 
to go through in order to be rewarded by the drug, or, as. often as not, 
dragged fighting and crying back to the darkness of the closet to continue 
his battle with the horrors of withdrawal. Kirk was not aware of the 
degredation, he only knew he had to do what he was ordered. Wasn't that 
what he had been doing all his life, obeying orders? His tortured mind 
saw no difference. It was just another set of orders from a different 
authority. 


He no longer acted like the civilized being they had first captured. 
They had reduced him to less than an animal- Most of the time he was 
left in blackness, gagged and tied so he could not beg, could do 
nothing to relieve his agony. 


When he was allowed brief minutes of freedom they let him crawl on 
his belly, begging in any way they required him to for the one thing that 
would relieve his dreadful agony, to beg for the chemical which would 
give him a brief respite from the raging madness of withdrawal, for the 
chemical that was destroying his life. 


Large sores surrounded all the easily accessible veins on his arms 
and legs but he scarcely noticed when Tandy injected the drug through 
the painful ulcers, often putting more herrash directly into the muscle, 
causing more swelling and burned flesh. Each time Tandy used the same 
syringe, the same dirty needle, but Kirk had stopped his struggling. 
Each time he saw it poised he would remain deathly still, praying that 
this time the needie would be injected. There was no more resistance. 


His fight had ended. 


25 


24 


Meoy felt he had been pacing for hours and was sure he had worn a 
groove in the tile floor. During that time Spock had sat silent, never 
once glancing up at the restless Human, seemingly unaware that McCoy was 
there at all. 


It had been five days since they had been 'escorted' to their 
temporary quarters and they had not been outside since. A hundred times 
a day Spock would test the one door, but each time it was locked. They 
were on the top floor of the Officer's Barracks with a straight, certain 
fatal drop to the ground far below. Their options for escape were nil. 
They were there until Nogura decided otherwise. 


McCoy's hand smashing down on the table caused Spock to glance up 

at him. "Damn it, Spock, it's been five days now and apparently Security 
hasn't found a trace of Jim!" He turned and started pacing again. "That 
monitor showed Jim's system was completely dominated by herrash. Humans 
can't stand the constant punishment of that drug. Jim's strong, but he's 
not that strong. God, if he's dead...!" McCoy's voice broke. He leaned 
against the wall, his forehead restina on the back of his hand. "If he 
died from that...! Spock, if we've failed him..." 


"He is alive, Doctor," said Spock quietly. "I would have felt some- 
thing if he had died." 


McCoy wiped tears from his eyes as he turned to look at Spock. "I 
can't just sit here like this, Spock..." 


"Nor can I," said Spock as he slowly got to his feet. 


McCoy looked at him. He knew Spock had neither eaten nor slept 
since they had been locked in this 'prison.' He had done little better 
himself and knew how exhausted he felt. He also knew that Spock would 
feel nothing but building rage until he found Kirk. He had seen the 
Vulcan wound up like this too many times before. 


"Then let's call Nogura...” 


"No, Doctor. He must not suspect anything and you are in no con- 
dition to go anywhere. I shall search for the Captain..." 


"And just how do you propose getting out of here?" asked McCoy 
drily. "That's not exactly an honor guard outside our door." 


"There are only two men left," said Spock. "I would presume that 
Nogura has every able bodied man out searching for the Captain. He is 
very worried about the security risk...” 


"Damn his security risk!" said McCoy viciously. "We're discussing a 
life!" 


"You do not become Commanding Admiral of Starfleet Commany by worry- 
ing about one life," said Spock flatly. 


"Then I'll never make it," said McCoy. 


A small smile touched the corners of Spock's mouth. "I have the 
same reservations about myself," he said. 


McCoy smiled, appreciating Spock's attempt at quiet humor, then 
sobered. "Spock, you don't even know where to start looking, and Nogura 
specifically ordered..." 


"Doctor, at the moment Jim is alive and somewhere in this city. 
His presence is strong in my mind. It is imperative I reach him as soon 
as possible. I do not suggest you try to stop me, and I warn you against 
contacting Nogura concerning my actions." He looked at McCoy for a moment, 
then turned and walked into his bedroom. For a moment McCoy stood in 
stunned silence, then hurried after the Vulcan. 


"Blast it, Spock," he spluttered, "you know me better than that! 
Besides, I'm coming with you." He watched as Spock pulled the dark 
sweater over his head and straightened up, but didn't give him a chance 
to interrupt. "I've lost Jim," he muttered. "I don't want to Jose both 
of you. Besides, you'll probably need a doctor." He grinned a little. 
"Do you know of many scrapes either of you have been in where you haven't 
needed me pounding to the rescue?" 


"It might be dangerous," said Spock. 
"Or Jim might truly have lost his mind." 


"You don't believe that any more than I do, 
"However, I appreciate your company." 


said Spock quietly. 


"Fine, I'm glad that's settled," said McCoy firmly. "Uh, how do we 
get out of here?" 


"That should pose little difficulty, Doctor. Please dress in the 
darkest, oldest clothes you have here, and bring a medical kit if you have 
one." 


"Right," said McCoy, feeling a spark of hope. At least now maybe 
they could do something. If they could just get of here they might be 
able to find Kirk. And if anyone had a chance of finding him, it was 


Spock. 
Yo» 


Prey pulled Kirk out of his prison for the last time. His body was 
bloody and filthy, his hair matted and tangled. He had been in withdrawal 
for a long time. They ignored his sobbing pleas, pleas that stripped him 
of any dignity he might have once had. 


Trebe was with the others. It had taken him four days to discover 
the information he needed. It had given Tandy four days to work his 
destruction on Kirk. They forced Kirk into a chair and tied him tightly, 
knowing that if he managed to get loose, he would be very dangerous, 
desperate for the relief that herrash would give his screaming body, 
the herrash Tandy had been denying him. 
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"Tt appears that what you told us is the truth," said Trebe. "You 
apparently don't know who we are. But what was a man such as you doing in 
this part of the city?" 


The gag had been removed from Kirk's mouth, but only soft animal 
sounds emerged, cries for mercy, cries for help, for relief. 


A small smile crossed Trebe's face. "You have broken, Kirk. Think 
of it - the legend of Starfleet has been destroyed..." He reached down 
and pulled Kirk's head back, his hand holding the matted hair. Empty, 
dull eyes met his, the herrash seemingly having destroyed the vital 
intelligence that had made the man. 


"Please...need...please...! 


Trebe nodded towards Tandy. "You'll have to ask him, Kirk. He's the 
drug man here. But if he decides to let you have some, savour it. It 
will be the last you will get. We're leaving Earth and leaving you 
behind. You will never remember who we are - what we look like. Your 
brain will never again function as it once did." He stood looking at 
Kirk for a minute, then turned and left the room. 


Eventually only Tandy was left. He stood waving the syringe in 
front of Kirk's face. "Do you want some, Human?" 


Dumbly Kirk nodded, open, naked longing on his face. 


"Then you know what you have to do," said Tandy with a laugh. "You 
must show me everything you have learned to say please. If I untie you 
and you don't, then I'll smash this syringe, and it is the only shot left." 


"No!" said Kirk in horror. "No, I'll...1'11 do it...anything!" 


Slowly Tandy untied Kirk, teasing him unmercifully, pretending to 
drop the syringe, to lose the needle. A dirty hand reached out as a 
whimper escaped Kirk's lips. He was so close. He would sell his soul 
for the relief that syringe held. 


"Beg!" 


Kirk begged. He was on his knees begging, then forced one step at a 
time to go through all the gruesome contortions that Tandy had forced 
him to learn. Finally he was crawling on his belly, still begging. 
Eventually Tandy gave him a shot in his ulcerated arm, not caring if any 
of the drug actually entered the vein. Then he wired Kirk's wrists and 
ankles together and stuffed the gag back into his mouth. He dragged Kirk 
to the closet and dumped him onto his side. Then the door shut and locked 
and Kirk was left to die slowly in his madness. 


RYO 


Frock and McCoy were sitting in exhausted silence in a small, dirty 
bar. They had been on the move for hours, carefully avoiding contact 
with any small groups of people. They had no way of knowing who might be 


from Starfleet security or who might even be the people who had taken 
Kirk and might, as Nogura had suggested, be looking for them. 


McCoy took a deep swallow of his drink and grimaced as it hit his 
empty stomach. Spock had not touched his and McCoy knew he wouldn't. He 
had purchased it merely for show, and not to arouse any suspicions that 
might cause someone to remember that they had been there. McCoy picked 
up a stale nutrament stick from a bowl on the table and chewed it unen- 
thusiastically. He couldn't afford to get drunk. Not now, not with so 
much at stake. 


He glanced at Spock, worried about the slight glimpses of desperation 
the Vulcan had been showing. Maybe he should try talking, distract him 
for a few minutes. Spock had to relax a little or he was going to blow 
apart. 


"Spock," he said quietly. 
Dark eyes glanced up at him. 


"Do you mind explaining to me now how we got out of Fleet Head- 
quarters? Although I am aware of the fact that we merely walked out of 
our rooms and.down the executive elevator, I still suspect your hand in 
there somewhere. " 


For a moment Spock looked at him, then dropped his eyes. The 
silence drew out and McCoy decided Spock wasn't going to answer. 


"That's right, Spock!" he said, his anger rising. "Keep treating me 
like a fool you were forced to bring along and who keeps hampering your 
rescue attempts. As a matter of fact, you'd probably be just as happy if 
I was still back researching Fabrini medicine... !" 


Spock looked up again, this time letting some of his exhaustion and 
worry show. "Not at all, Doctor. You might possibly be the only person 
who can save Jim..." 


McCoy couldn't remember hearing such a sound of near defeat in 
Spock's voice before. Instantly he was sorry he had lost his temper. 
"Spock, I..." 


"It's all right, Doctor. We have been in this kind of situation 
before. Harsh words seem to be part of the ritual.” He took a deep 
breath. "As far as anyone knows, we are still being held at Starfleet. 
You will recall that there was only one guard when we left. I suggested 
to him that he had momentarily fallen asleep. When he checks, he will 
hear your voice saying that I am meditating and you are going to bed. 

He will want to believe that so he will not ask questions. And, as he 
will find the door still locked from the outside, there will be nothing to 
arouse his suspicions. Anyone contacting us will receive an appropriate 
answer from the viewscreen computer..." 


"And I thought you had been sitting around for five days," said 
McCoy. "I should have known better." 
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"Have you rested sufficiently?" asked Spock, quickly changing the 
subject. "If so, I think we had best be on our way." Together they 
walked out into the dark night, not knowing where they were headed, but 
determined to find Kirk. 


They had been walking for hours along the narrow, dimly lighted 
streets. Spock moved slowly, never once breaking his concentration, his 
mind always reaching out, searching for some trace of the familiar contact 
of Kirk's mind. He knew that Kirk was still alive, maybe terribly hurt, 
but alive, refusing the sentence of death that the demanding drug would 
be calling for. 


McCoy was keeping up by dogged determination. He was too tired to 
care how long they had been walking, and he didn't dare think about how 
much further they would be going. 


Suddenly Spock cried out in agony, clutching at his head as he 
staggered a few steps forward before collapsing onto his knees. Instantly 
McCoy's exhaustion was forgotten as he pulled out his scanner. 


"Spock, what is it?" The scanner showed a tremendous variation in 
Spock's brain wave activity - cause unknown. McCoy put his hands on 
Spock's shoulders and shook him hard. "Spock, come on, snap out of it!” 


His sharp voice seemed to break through. Spock looked numbly up at 
him, then slowly got to his feet. "I am all right, Doctor, thank you." 


"What the blazes happened...?" 

But Spock was no longer listening. His mind had turned inward and 
he stood motionless, his eyes unfocused. "I am being...bombarded...pain 
...' He visibly straightened. "I have found Jim, Doctor." 

"What? How...?" 

But Spock was already running forward, his quick strides forcing 
McCoy to sprint after him. McCoy made no attempt to distract the Vulcan. 
Spock obviously knew where he was going. 


The locked door shattered under the strength of Spock's shoulder, and 
they burst into the deserted room. McCoy looked around. 


"What are you up to, Spock? There isn't anybody here..." 

Spock paid no attention to him. He walked across the room and 
practically unhinged another door as he pulled it open. The lock groaned 
and then splintered. 

"Doctor...!" Spock's voice broke off and he stood frozen. 


McCoy dashed across the room and dropped to his knees. "Oh, my 
God!" he breathed. 


Kirk was thrashing against an unseen horror, his eyes open and 
staring, but seeing only the terror in his mind, that same terror that 


had only minutes before driven Spock to his knees as the confusion of 

Kirk's torment filtered into the Vulcan's empathic mind. Wire cord was 
embedded in the flesh of Kirk's wrists and ankles, buried deeply by his 
constant struggles. Large, suppurating sores covered his arms and legs. 


McCoy pulled out his hypo and injected as much tranquilizer as he 
dared. Gently Spock removed the gag, then loosened the wire, biting his 
lip as he was forced to pull it from Kirk's flesh. Carefully he lifted 
Kirk from where he lay and brought him out into the main room. 


McCoy swallowed hard as he read the medical tricorder. Herrash 
addiction and forced withdrawal, and all the physical and mental break- 
downs that came with both. Grimly he brought out his hypo and dialed it. 

"What are you giving him?" 

McCoy glanced at Spock. "You know without asking. Someone has 
addicted his system to herrash and now he's in acute withdrawal. If he 
doesn't get more, he's going to be dead and I don't have any proper 
support medication that I can use as a substitute. 

"Is it really necessary?" 


"Look for yourself." McCoy handed him the tricorder. "Both his mind 


and body are being dangerously overtaxed by deprivation and hallucinations. 


His heart rate is practically off the scale. He's dehydrated. He's 
suffering from almost non-stop cramping and dry heaves. Heaven only 
knows when they started but they're going to continue until I can get him 
on the proper drugs." His voice softened. "One more shot isn't going to 
make that much difference." 


Spock remained kneeling beside Kirk, his strong arms still wrapped 
around the now feebly struggling Human. Pain showed deep in his eyes but 
he said nothing. McCoy pressed the hypo against Kirk's neck, his eyes 
grimly noting the ulcerated sores that almost totally covered Kirk's arms 
and legs. They would hurt Like heek, he thought to himself, £§ Jim was 
btiLe capable of feeling anything. Maybe in a way it's just as well that 
he's 40 out of At. 

The tricorder ran noiselessly until McCoy was satisfied that the 
drug was taking effect and some of Kirk's agitation was abating. Slowly 
he sat down on the floor, his knees violently protesting the length of 
time he had remained kneeling on the hard wood. Spock did not move from 
where he knelt, his arms wrapped around Kirk's upper body. 


McCoy looked at Spock. "We're going to have to contact Starfleet. 
He's in bad shape...” 


"No. ul 
"What do you mean, no?" 


"Think Doctor. What will Starfleet do if they receive him in this 
condition?" 


"T don't know. Rehabilitation..." 
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"Exactly, and if he is not already destroyed, that will do it. I 
will not allow that to happen.” 


"Spock, it may already be too late." 


"He is not going to be institutionalized. If he is unable to return 
to the man he was, I will take him home to Vulcan. I did not come back to 
be in Starfleet, I returned to be at his side, to be with him." 


"What are you suggesting, Spock?" 


Silently Spock shifted his position so he was also sitting on the 
floor with Kirk lying between his open legs, the Human's back resting 
against his chest, the now 101ling head back against the Vulcan's shoulder. 
Gently Spock moved the sweat drenched hair off Kirk's forehead, then 
again hugged him firmly. Finally he looked at McCoy. "I want you to 
treat him. Starfleet isn't to know." 


"What? Spock, you're insane! Look at him! He needs to go to an 
advanced medical facility and even there it might not be enough..." 


"What would you need to treat him?" Spock's stubborn eyes showed he 
wasn't through arguing. 


McCoy looked at him, then at Kirk's now limp body, the herrash having 
taken him to a place none of them could follow, taken him to a deadly 
haven in the middle of madness. 


"Well, to start with I'd need a hospital facility of some kind that 
had monitoring equipment, respirators, that kind of thing. Then I'd need 
free access to a large number of drugs, no questions asked. He's going 
to need IV's, protein nutrients, tranquilizers, heart support medication, 
synthetic support drugs to replace the herrash... Spock, I can't...!" 


"Doctor, no one knows Kirk better than you do. No one has a better 
chance of pulling him through. Think! There is a very good possibility 
that if we take him back to Starfleet that they won't let you anywhere 
near him. We've disobeyed direct orders from Admiral Nogura and you 
have already seen what his reaction is to life over institution." 


McCoy looked back at Kirk, obviously wavering. 


"T have complete faith in you and in your ability, McCoy," said Spock 
quietly, "and he deserves everything we can do for him. He didn't ask for 
this to happen. Would you desert him now?" 


McCoy sighed quietly. He felt a stab of pride at Spock's words even 
though he realized it was a polished snow job. The Vulcan very rarely 
acknowledged McCoy's importance in Kirk's life and now he had practically 
underlined the necessity of his presence. Yet he was also afraid. Kirk 
was a very sick man and he was only going to get sicker. A Human could 
live several years on controlled doses of herrash but not after severe 
withdrawal. The body was left too weak and damaged. They could no longer 
fight the terrible depletion of withdrawal, and their system was no longer 
strong enough to cope with the powerful chemical reaction of the herrash. 
In either case, they died. 
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"T could kill him, Spock. Do you think I could live with that?" 


"Could you live with the knowledge of his death when you had no 
chance to help?" 


Again McCoy fell silent. Spock knew he was very close to a decision. 
Then he felt Kirk start to shift in his arms. 


"Doctor!" 


Kirk jerked up out of Spock's hold, a horrible scream forced from 
his throat. He fell sideways, his body doubling up in pain. Instantly 
McCoy was at his side, pumping in muscle relaxants and tranquilizers. 
Finally Kirk lay still, dry heaves gradually relaxing their grip as the 
cramps slowly died away. 


"The herrash didn't help much," said Spock quietly, almost accusingly. 


McCoy swallowed hard. "I hate to think how much of that stuff they 
were pumping into him. I gave him a pretty big shot..." He got up and 
for a long time stood looking at what was left of the strong man he had 
known, torn by what he personally wanted to do and what medically he knew 
he should do. 


Finally he looked around. "Are his clothes here, or a blanket, or 
something we can wrap him up in?" After searching around, he found 
Kirk's clothes, torn and filthy, stuffed in the back of the closet where 
he had been imprisoned. "We can't put these on him," he said quietly. 
Further search brought a thin, tattered blanket, but it was better than 
nothing. Together they wrapped Kirk firmly, McCoy positioning Kirk's 
arms so they were trapped in the folds of the blanket. "That will make 
him easier to hold if he starts hallucinating again." Together they 
carried Kirk to an old, sagging bed in the corner of the room. "Spock, 
stay with him. I'11 be back as soon as I can." 


Spock's eyebrow rose in question. 
"I've got an idea," said McCoy. "It's time I collected a few favors." 
After a last worried look at Kirk, McCoy left. 


Spock sat on the side of the bed, his hand gently brushing across 
Kirk's forehead, trying to let the Human know that someone was with him. 
But Kirk kept moving restlessly, his mind gripped by the horrors of the 
chemical and the raging needs of his body. 


"It's all right, Jim," he said, not having any idea if Kirk could 
hear him or understand what he was saying. "McCoy's gone to get help." 


Kirk grew steadily worse. Finally Spock was forced to firmly hold 
him down onto the bed. He injected some more of the tranquilizers that 
McCoy had left, but they seemed to be doing little good. 


"There must be some way of getting through to you," said Spock as he 
fought with the Human. Finally, in desperation, he grabbed Kirk's face, 
his fingers spreading quickly to the familiar entry points of the meld. 


Kirk fought wildly against the invasion, but the carefully wrapped 
blanket hampered his movements. Suddenly he fell limp and totally 
passive, leaving Spock no further resistance as his mind reached into the 
familiar passages of Kirk's mind. 


He found no rational thought - no sanity met his probing, no essence 
of the man he had known as James Kirk met the meld. Kirk's mind was 
seemingly destroyed by the powerful narcotic, his mind destroyed for a 
reason none of them could understand. 


Steeling himself, Spock probed deeper, past the layers of 
unconscious thought that was now only a blurred mass of need. He pushed 
through chaotic layers of confusion, desperately looking for a spark of 
life, and finding none. 


For long moments he rested, trying to gain strength to probe deeper, 
to find some trace of sanity among the churning madness. 


The whirling lights of insanity were all he found. There were no 
memories, nothing to grasp onto to bring the man back to himself. Again 
he thought of nothing, his mind reeling, trying to confront the destruction 
he was meeting. 


Suddenly he realized that he had to get out. Kirk's insanity was 
rising up to claim him, threatening to overwhelm him. If he stayed any 
longer he would be pulled forever into Kirk's madness. He had already 
stayed too long. He didn't have time to build safeguards as he withdrew. 
With a loud cry, he ripped his mind free of the jumbled chaos and collapsed 
backwards onto the floor. 


From far away he felt something press against his arm and almost 
instantly he felt sharp needles stinging through his system. Immediately 
a churning nausea hit his stomach and he knew that McCoy was back and had 
injected him with something. 


He groaned and tried to sit up. Instantly McCoy moved to support him. 
"Take it easy, Spock. Don't exert yourself." 


Spock opened his eyes. "Jim?" 

"He's all right," said McCoy quickly, reassured by Spock's question 
that the Vulcan had suffered no harm. "Now, what the hell were you trying 
to do, kill yourself?" 


Spock finally got into a sitting position. "He was so scared, so 
desperate. I tried to let him know I was here." 


"Well," said McCoy. gruffly, "at least you had the sense to pull out 
of it. I was almost ready to knock you out." 


"You saw?" 
McCoy nodded. "You had just started the meld when I walked in. 


Blast it, Spock, any fool would have known the dangers of entering 
that kind of a mind! I've already told you once today that I don't want 
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to lose both of you..." He swallowed hard. When he had first said that 
Kirk had still been missing and he had held the illogical Human reaction 
of hope. Now he had only the horror of reality - he might yet lose one 
of them. "I still mean it," he finished lamely, knowing he had revealed 
too much by his words. 


Slowly Spock got to his feet. "You said something about collecting 
favors earlier, Doctor." 


McCoy frowned. Spock was refusing to accept the gravity of the 
situation, but now was not the time to argue about it. "There's an ambu- 
lance on its way. I've arranged to have Jim taken to a private clinic 
outside the city. They've got everything there that we will need, and there 
will be no questions asked." 


UTS 1 tan e 


"Spock, it's run by an old friend. When I explain to him what we're 
doing, he won't question. He's the original maverick. Anything that 
bucks authority has his full support." He turned back to Kirk who was 
starting to move restlessly again. "Mike's sending some support medica- 
tion with the ambulance. I don't dare give Jim any more herrash, not the 
amount he obviously needs." He hesitated for a moment. "What sick, 
destructive people could have done this, to deliberately destroy a man 
in this fashion?" 


"We will probably never know," said Spock quietly. "Jim has no 
memory of what happened, and I doubt if he ever will have. It will remain 
a blank forever. Whoever held him could hardly not have realized who he 
was. They are probably long gone from this city, possibly even from 
Earth itself. Escape would be simple. No one in authority knows who they 
are looking for, who to stop." 


They were interrupted by the sound of an approaching airvan. McCoy 
moved quickly to the window and looked out. "It's the ambulance," he 
said with relief. "Wait here, I'll be right back." He thundered off 
down the stairs and a few seconds later Spock heard the ambulance start up 
again and leave. McCoy came back up the stairs two at a time, a small 
package in his hands. 


"Told you we didn't have anything to worry about, Spock. I obviously 
got through to Mike even though I didn't say much. That van was sent as 
a decoy, just in case anyone was following. Mike's coming himself with 
another one and he's going to make sure he's not being followed." He put 
the package down. "Support drugs. At least we will have a fighting 
chance until Mike gets here!" 


It was another half hour before a nondescript van pulled up in front 
of the dilapidated house. By then Kirk was quiet, the drugs blocking the 
worst of the hallucinations, taking the worst edge off the craving induced 
by his withdrawal. 


A tall, burly man with a flowing red beard came up the stairs, a 
portable gurney under his arm. "Sorry I was so long, Len, but you sounded 
serious about keeping this quiet. What's up?" His eyes fell on Kirk's 
prone figure, then he glanced at Spock before he looked back at McCoy. 


"T'1]1 tell you on the way to the clinic, Mike," said McCoy. "I can't 
tell you how much I appreciate this." 


"No problem," said Mike cheerfully. "I take it my driver made it." 

McCoy nodded. "Not a moment too soon. We sure needed those drugs." 
He moved to the bed and with Spock's help, got Kirk transferred to the 
gurney. They took off the blanket, Spock fully expecting some comment 
from McCoy's friend on Kirk's condition, but none came. Kirk was 
efficiently wrapped in a soft blanket and strapped securely to the 
stretcher. 


"All right, gentlemen," said Mike. "Shall we be off?" 

Spock and Mike carried the gurney down to the waiting van. McCoy 
climbed into the back with Kirk, and Spock sat up front. On the way to 
the clinic, McCoy introduced the Vulcan and filled Mike in on what little 
they knew about what had happened. 


Yay 


Jre small suite of rooms was set out at the back of the clinic, 
isolated and soundproof. Here the battle for Kirk's life would be fought. 
Kirk probably had three days of life left at most before exhaustion would 
make him succumb to the tremendous demands of his body. They had three 
days to successfully complete the withdrawal. 


Somehow they had to give Kirk enough supportive therapy to keep 
him going, and they were already fighting a losing battle. Kirk had been 
in withdrawal for a long time before they had found him - that meant hours 
of hallucinations, violent cramping, vomiting - all of which had drained 
him tremendously, maybe too much. 


McCoy was just finishing tying the last strap of the soft harness 
when Spock came in. The Vulcan had gone with Mike to find out the latest 
news from Starfleet. Mike had friends in high places and could find out 
things that the Starfleet officers in their present situation could not. 


"What's going on, Spock?” 


"Security is still looking, Doctor, but apparently Admiral Nogura 
has convinced himself that Captain Kirk has indeed turned suicidal and 
taken his own life." 


"Ha!" snorted McCoy, "that shows how much time he has taken to read 
Jim's profile tapes." 


"How is he, Doctor?" asked Spock quietly. 


"Not good," said McCoy, knowing he had to be honest. "I've treated 
all these damned ulcerated sores and started sonic treatments to heal the 
internal damage in the muscle tissue. I'd love to get my hands on that 
demented idiot who did this to him...!" 
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"Is that harness necessary?" asked Spock as he looked at Kirk, 
soft cloth wrapped around the lean body, holding Kirk's arms firm and strap- 
ping his body to the bed. 


"It's for his own safety, Spock. You've seen how weak he is, how bad 
what little coordination he has left is. I don't want him to hurt 
himself..." 


"What else?" 


McCoy frowned. "Well, he's dehydrated. I've set up an IV, but I don't 
know how long the vein is going to hold out. I've only been able to find 
two that are much good, one in his foot, another on the back of his hand. 
Everything else is collapsed or so badly ulcerated that I hesitate trying to 
shove a needle through." 


Spock nodded slowly, his eyes taking in the slow drip from the tubing 
that disappeared into Kirk's body. 


McCoy glanced at the stockpile of drugs on the table across the room. 
"T've got everything I need to treat him except the two things I need most." 


"Which are?" 


"Strength and time," McCoy said quietly. "We're going to be fighting 
hallucinations, continuing dry vomiting and debilitating cramps and, worst 
of all, exhaustion. He won't be able to sleep and nothing we can give him 
will make him sleep. He's going to be fighting horrors we can't even begin 
to imagine, and he's not going to be able to escape them." 


"Perhaps I could..." 


"Don't you dare!" retorted McCoy. "You almost killed yourself once and 
what did it accomplish?" He smiled a little. "I'm sorry, Spock, I didn't 
mean to yell at you." He looked back at Kirk. "Most Humans don't die from 
the withdrawal, they literally die of exhaustion. The herrash addiction can 
be beaten but most don't possess the strength. You've seen the tremendous 
spasms that keep shaking Jim, almost convulsions at times. It places a 
tremendous strain on the heart, and the terror lived in his mind doesn't 
help. He's starting out down, and that's the only direction he's going to 
go. It will take nothing short of a miracle to pull him through." 


Spock looked down at Kirk. "You are a doctor, McCoy. You can treat 
his body, give it the support it will need..." 


"Or maybe I'll just subject him to the worst of hells before he dies." 


A cold fear went through Spock at McCoy's words. The Human was reveal - 
ing feelings Spock had been scared were there. McCoy was very close to 
Kirk, maybe too close to be able to treat him effectively, to stand the 
amount of suffering that Kirk was going to have to undergo. Had he made a 
mistake? Firmly he shook himself. "He will not die," said Spock quietly. 
"IT am going to wash and change, then I shall be back to relieve you so you 
can run those tests you mentioned earlier." 


"Spock," McCoy's voice stopped the Vulcan in mid-turn, "are you sure 
we're doing the right thing?" 


Slowly Spock turned back. "Doctor, which do you think he would 
accept - life as he knows it can be, or remaining the prisoner of a chemical 
that will eventually destroy him. He is not a man who qives up, but would 
you not agree that death is an acceptable alternative here? After one last 
glance at Kirk, Spock turned and left the room. 


For a long time McCoy stood in silence by the bed, then he sighed. 
And what 4 you have bswken? he thought to himself. 1 have seen what 
herrash can do. I have seen men who were reduced to Less than animals. Was 
that done to you, Jim? 1 your. mind has not been utterly destroyed, will 
that memory atkow you to again be the man you were? IT wonder 4 Spock truly 
recognizes the hel? he has chosen for you - the hell I have assented to 
Letting you face by agreetng to bring you here when T don't honestly know 26 
IT can do what 44 necessary to save you, to save your sanity... 


He looked at Kirk's open, yet unseeing eyes. He winced at the 
occasional whimper that escaped Kirk's lips, his chest heaving slightly as 
his body cried out for the blessed relief of the drug, relief that the 
support medication could not fully provide. McCoy set up another IV and 
started a solution of soluble protein nutriments. He checked the other IV 
which contained fluids and electrolytes. It was still properly adjusted. 
Within minutes Spock was back and McCoy was on his way to finish the blood 
tests that Mike had started for him earlier. 
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Kirk's screams filled the small room and his body was soaked with sweat 
as he fought against the soft restraints. Spock pushed Kirk's shoulders 
tightly against the bed, riding out the worst of the storm, unable to leave 
him long enough to contact McCoy. The room's soundproofing would not let 
the sounds filter past the walls. 


The fight seemed to go on forever before Kirk's violent thrashing 
started to lessen. Gradually Spock relaxed his grip as Kirk subsided, but 
noted uneasily that there was still a wild look in the dull hazel eyes, eyes 
that had once been so full of sparkle and life. 


"Jim?" Spock's hand reached out and touched Kirk's flushed face. 


Kirk whimpered and briefly fought the restraints that held him. He 
tried to speak but nothing intelligible came out. 


"What is it, Jim?" asked Spock quietly. "Is there something you want?" 
Instinctively his hand moved to the entry points for the meld. There must 
be some way of breaking through. 


Again only the blind whirl of need and madness met his brief probe. 
Almost instantly Spock pulled free, his face pale from the shock of meeting 
such unleashed emotion. 


37 


38 


"What the hell?" McCoy's voice came from a great distance away. 
"Spock, what's happened? You look like you've just seen a ghost!" He 
grabbed his scanner and ran it over Kirk. 

"Jim, he..." Spock swallowed hard. "He just had some sort of seizure. 
I couldn't let go of him long enough to call you." 

"Damn," muttered McCoy, "his heart is going to give out if it goes much 
faster." He grabbed his hypo and injected a massive dose of tranquilizers 
and heart support medication. "Hold him still, Spock, I've got to get these 
IV needles reattached." 


Kirk fought Spock's hold, fought McCoy as he tried to reinsert the 
needles. Tears ran down his face, mingling with the sweat from his long 
fight. 


"Spock, get him a glass of water," said McCoy as he securely taped the 
IV tube to Kirk's leg. The Vulcan raised Kirk's head and held the cup to 
Kirk's lips. The Human thirstily gulped at the liquid. 


"Not too fast...!" McCoy's warning was too late. Kirk's stomach re- 
belled as the liquid entered and great heaves shook his body. 


Kirk finally lay exhausted, his body trembling from the additional 
abuse. Spock stood in frozen horror as McCoy finally released Kirk's head 
and rolled the shaking Human onto his back. 


"Well, it was a good idea while it lasted. I had hoped it might help 
stem some of his craving." He looked at Kirk. "I was obviously wrong. 
Come on, we'd better get him cleaned up." 


They were silent while Spock held Kirk still as McCoy washed him. They 
both knew that Kirk was slipping although neither was willing to voice it. 
After Kirk was clean, McCoy started dressing the stubborn ulcerated sores 
that so far didn't seem to be responding to the medication. 


"T've finished the lab tests," he said as he worked. "Jim has 
hepatitis." He glanced up at Spock. "He got it from repeated injections 
with a contaminated needle." 


"A contaminated needle? I don't understand..." 


McCoy shook his head in disgust. "He's had herrash injected by a 
needle and syringe. Undoubtedly that's how all these ulcerated sores 
occurred. Herrash destroys muscle tissue if it comes in direct contact with 
it. An air pressure hypo would never cause that contact, a needle and 
syringe would. I thought those barbaric things were obsolete years ago, but 
it's obvious that someone still uses one." He finished one side and with 
Spock's help they rolled Kirk over in a tangle of dressings and IV tubes. 
"He's very sick, Spock, and he's going to get a lot worse..." 


"But he will live," Spock's words were half statement, half question. 


"How much can he stand?" said McCoy, his voice threatening to break. 
"His mind can't support him. He doesn't know where he is, he doesn't know 
we're here. All he knows is that he is no longer getting herrash..." McCoy 
roughly brushed his hand across his wet eyes, then went back to changing the 
dressings. 


"How will the hepatitis affect him?" 


McCoy took a deep breath. "In this condition? Debilitating weakness, 
possible liver damage, probably jaundice. It's a tough strain, one that I 
haven't seen for years, not since I worked in the free clinic back in 
Atlanta when I first started practicing. The old skid row bums would have 
it...and most of them died.” 


"Surely there is a treatment for it," said Spock, unable to keep the 
worry out of his voice. 
"Sure there is," said McCoy bitterly, "the same way as there is support 
medication for herrash addiction, heart support medication, tranquilizers 
for his seizures..." 


"Then I don't understand the problem," said Spock sharply. McCoy 
wasn't making any sense, and he was obviously badly shaken by Kirk's 
seizure. 


McCoy looked at him wearily. "Have you ever heard the term 
‘contraindicated'? " The Vulcan nodded. "Well," continued McCoy, "what Jim 
has come up with is a set of symptoms and complications where the normal 
medications working together would be certain to kill him. You can't use 
them together, not the most effective ones. We can’t cure anything, Spock! 
All we can hope to do is to keep him comfortable enough to die with some 
dignity...!" 


"McCoy!" Spock's voice was even sharper. 


McCoy shook his head. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean it. It's just that 
put down on paper, it looks so hopeless..." 


"You cannot capture Jim's courage on paper, Doctor," said Spock | 
quietly. "Why don't you try to get some steep. I will stay with him." 


"You'll call me if anything happens?" 


Spock nodded. "Do not worry, you have written down every possible 
complication and what to do." 


"All right, I guess I'm not much use to anyone in this condition 
anyway. I'11 just take a quick nap." 


Yay 


Mecoy slept for sixteen hours. He slept through the almost constant 
seizures that gripped Kirk. Spock made no effort to contact the sleeping 
Human. He knew that McCoy was close to breaking, finding it almost 
impossible to divorce his feelings for Kirk from the cold demeanor that was 
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necessary to successfully ignore the tremendous agony Kirk was undergoing. 
The less he saw, the better. The less he was around Kirk when he was out 

of control, the longer he would effectively be able to treat him. McCoy had 
said that Kirk had less than three days to live - Spock strongly suspected 
that McCoy had less time than that to be able to do his job effectively. 


Spock held Kirk down as best he could during the most violent parts of 
the seizures. He replaced the IV needles that Kirk kept tearing from his 
arms and legs. He injected more tranquilizers as they became necessary and 
carefully monitored Kirk's vital signs, using support medication for both 
Kirk's heart and the herrash withdrawal when the monitors indicated that 
they were needed. He changed the IV bags as they emptied and kept a careful 
check on the dressings that covered the large part of Kirk's arms and legs. 


Never once during those hours did Kirk relax, never once did he have 
more than a brief respite from the terrible raging needs of his body. But 
in those few precious moments of peace, those few minutes when he could re- 
lax, Spock had to endure the look in Kirk's eyes - the open, naked pleading. 
When he fought there was only fury and condemnation spurred on by the 
desperation of his need for the drug, but in those peaceful moments there 
was only confusion and betrayal and it was tearing at Spock's soul to see 
it. 


Kirk had started his last seizure totally exhausted and was almost un- 
conscious when McCoy finally made an appearance, unnoticed by Spock. 


"One shot," he heard Kirk say in an exhausted, cracking voice. "God, 
don't do this to me!" His voice broke into a cry as he wrenched against the 
harness that was now thoroughly soaked with his own sweat. Spock grabbed 
Kirk's shoulders and held him firm against the bed. As McCoy moved to the 
side of the bed, Kirk was sobbing in desperation, pleading in a broken voice 
for the herrash, for an end of the suffering he could no longer endure. 


Spock glanced up at McCoy as the doctor ran the tricorder. "How long 
was I asleep?" 


"Sixteen hours." 

"You had no right to treat him, Spock. I'm the doctor." 

"There was nothing to be accomplished by waking you. I have recorded 
what I did, and his reactions..." He broke off as Kirk's struggles 
increased. 


"How long has he been having seizures?" 


"Almost since the time you left. Most of them die down after a short 
while. He has a few minutes rest before they start up again." 


"A few minutes!" McCoy heard his voice rise in anger and clamped his 
mouth shut. Suddenly he knew why Spock had not called him. How long would 
he have allowed this to go on? He looked at the chart, trying to get his 
thoughts organized. "Has he been lucid for long?" he finally asked. 


"Lucid?" 


"Talking. Making sense." 


Spock frowned. "I'm not sure. Off and on for most of the time. But I 
don't think he knows what is going on. His mind is focused solely on his 
own needs, his suffering. I have tried to explain to him what is happening 
but he doesn't appear to understand." 


"What about the meld, and what's this Sadag he keeps mentioning?" 


Spock looked at him sharply but didn't bother to deny that he had tried 
again. "Nothing," he said with finality, cutting off any more questions 
about either subject. 


A sudden scream was torn from Kirk's throat and he ripped loose from 
Spock's grip, sending the Vulcan sprawling backwards onto the floor. McCoy 
tried to inject more tranquilizers but couldn't connect with Kirk's thrash- 
ing body. Spock finally sprawled across Kirk to hold him so McCoy could 
keep the hypo held still long enough to give the injection. He stayed in 
that position until Kirk finally subsided again and McCoy had time to re- 
connect the IV needles yet again. 


"His mind is going to give in soon," said McCoy, not looking at Spock 
"He's not going to be able to take much more." 


"He is still fighting. He will survive..." 


Spock was startled by McCoy's hand twisting him around. "Blast you! 
Last week I admitted to myself that you had finally let yourself feel, but 
you don't feel anything! Because of your selfishness, you are causing a 
man you claim to love to suffer more than any man should ever be asked to 
do. Because of your selfishness! I never would have believed it of you, 
Spock, but what you are doing to Kirk now makes me sick!" 


"You are a willing part of it, Doctor." 


"Like hell I am!" retorted McCoy. He turned and stormed out of the 
room. 


Spock slowly straightened his tunic as he looked down at Kirk. Was he 
being selfish? Was he making Kirk fight a battle that he shouldn't be 
asked to fight? Was he making the Human suffer so that he could live with a 
clear conscience? No, the fight was for Kirk who could no longer make the 
decision to fight. It was for Kirk's life, not for his own. 


a, 


As the hours passed, Kirk slipped noticeably. He was too tired to keep 
fighting and too desperate riot to. His seizures were growing ever more 
violent, and it was taking most of Spock's strength to hold him, to prevent 
him from tearing loose. Occasionally Spock would try to reason with him, 
even though it was useless. Kirk never appeared to understand anything he 
said, only cried out for what he needed. 
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McCoy was becoming an increasing liability. He was at the breaking 
point, exhaustion and personal involvement threatening to interfere with 
his medical competence. Spock had stopped calling him when Kirk had a re- 
lapse. If McCoy was there, Spock would defer treatment to him, otherwise 
he coped with Kirk's struggles by himself, holding him until exhaustion 
overcame the Human and he would lie quiet for a short time. 


Never once did Kirk sleep, the withdrawal would not allow the exhausted 
body to yield. He cried and pleaded with Spock and McCoy for relief, no 
longer able to think of anything except the peace the herrash would bring. 


They were side by side when the latest seizure struck. Together they 
fought with Kirk, then McCoy reached out for the hypo. "I'm giving him 
herrash," he said firmly. "I won't let this keep happening. Spock, his 
mind has been destroyed by that drug. The spark that made him James Kirk is 
gone. There's nothing left to reach. He's only an empty shell, there's 
only want and need with no mind left to understand why. Admit it, he's 
lost and he's dying..." 


Spock smashed the hypo from McCoy's hand. "No!" 

McCoy looked back at Spock, fury infusing his face. "Spock, face it, 
he's being destroyed. His mind probably is already destroyed. What sense 
is there in making him undergo any more of this torture? He'd be better 
off with controlled doses and letting him die without having to undergo any 
more agony..." 

"He survived untreated withdrawal long enough to let us find him..." 
Spock's voice broke as he remembered the terrible sight of Kirk lying help- 
less in the dark, stinking closet. 

"SPOCK as a" 

"T said no!" 

"Damn it, he's a human being. There's only so much that he can take, 
and I can stand to watch! Maybe as a Vulcan you can control that steel trap 
mind and deny his suffering, but I can't...!" 

"Get out!" 

"What...?" 


Spock let go of Kirk's thrashing body and grabbed McCoy, flinging him 
bodily out of the room, locking the door behind him. 


"Spock!" McCoy hammered on the door. "Damn you, let me in!" His 


banging was almost drowned out by Kirk's screams. Spock didn't have time to 
deal with both, -and right now Kirk was more important. He would face McCoy 


later. 
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Kirk was finally quiet. He lay breathing heavily, his hair plastered 
against his face, almost comatose from exhaustion. Spock unlocked the door, 
not surprised to see McCoy sitting in the corridor outside. 


"It is over, Doctor," he said quietly. He turned back into the room 
and walked over to Kirk, putting his hand on the harnessed arm. "Jim, 
listen to me. You are safe now. McCoy and I are both here. Someone has 
addicted you to herrash and we are trying to break that addiction. Jim, do 
you understand?" He had tried those same words a hundred times, hoping that 
somehow Kirk would hear and understand him, yet knowing each time he said 
it that it wasn't happening. 


As before, only a brief struggle met his touch. But this time the 
struggle was very weak. Kirk had absolutely nothing left to fight with. He 
had come to the end of his strength - the end of his fight. Sighing 
slightly, Spock got some hot water, then unstrapped Kirk and took off the 
harness. He needed to be washed, the sores treated and more IV's started. 
Spock was getting some soap on the cloth when he heard a sickened gasp from 
McCoy. 


He turned and froze. Kirk was no longer on the bed, but had somehow 
found the strength to hump himself onto the floor. Kirk's hand groped 
upwards. "I obey...order," he gasped. "I...beg...crawl...please, give... 
shot...will do...what...you want..." 


In speechless horror, Spock and McCoy watched as Kirk went through the 
ritual he had been forced to perform each time Tandy played with him, some- 
times rewarding him with the drug, other times forcing him screaming in 
terror back to the closet to fight the terrible cravings of withdrawal in 
his black hole. Kirk might be beaten by the drug but he still had enough 
will to try one more time. Spock felt the bile rising in his throat at the 
terrible degradation. It was not a man who was groveling at his feet, it 
was a beaten, broken animal. 


With a wounded denial, Spock fell to his knees, gathering Kirk into his 
arms. Small, pleading cries met Spock's action, whimpers forced from a body 
that was desperately craving what it was being denied, and being denied for 
a reason it could not understand. He had done everything he was supposed 
to. What else did they want? 


"Spock, you can't let him go on like this!" Spock looked up to see 
McCoy standing in the doorway, his face deathly white from shock. "Would he 
have done that if he had not broken? Could you conceive of any man, much 
less James Kirk, doing something like that if his mind had any control of 
his body? Spock, the support drugs aren't working. Let me give him some 
herrash and stop this torture!" 


"No, Doctor," said Spock quietly as he lifted Kirk back onto the bed. 
"He's come this far. He goes all the way." 


"Damn you, Spock!" snapped McCoy, “you can see what sort of hell he is 
being subjected to. What further hell are you going to make him undergo 
before he dies?" 
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"He will not die," said Spock as he began to wash Kirk. He glanced up 
at McCoy. "I would appreciate your help, Doctor," he said quietly. 


With sullen anger, McCoy moved forward and helped Spock wash the ex- 
hausted man, change the soiled dressings and re-establish the IV tubes. 
Then he ran a scanner over Kirk, his eyes finally meeting Spock's. "Do I 
need to say it?" he asked quietly. 


"No," said Spock. He knew the scanner showed that Kirk was dying. 
"Well, I'll say it anyway..." 
"Doctor, that is enough!" 


For a moment they stood glaring at each other, then McCoy's eyes 
dropped. "I'm sorry, Spock, I know what you're going through. It's just 
SO unnecessary..." 


"Doctor," interrupted Spock, "I should like to be alone with the 
Captain for a short time." 


McCoy's eyes darted to Spock's face. "You're not planning on doing 
anything foolish?" 


Spock smiled slightly. "I appreciate your concern, Doctor, but rest 
assured my mental state is more settled than yours. No, I am not planning 
on doing anything foolish. I just wish to be alone." For a moment Spock 
hesitated as though he was going to say something more, then obviously 
changed his mind. 


"All right," said McCoy reluctantly, "but if you run into trouble, let 
out a holler." 


"IT shall do that," replied Spock. For a moment they stood looking at 
each other, then McCoy turned and left. 


RYO 


eC cath Spock entered the mad blackness of Kirk's mind. It was the last 
meld he would attempt. If this didn't work, he would let McCoy have his way 
and Kirk would be given controlled doses of herrash, carefully monitored 
and regulated until death decided to free him. He would not be forced to go 
through any more suffering. 


This time Spock met no resistance to his probe. Kirk's exhaustion 
would not permit him the luxury of resistance. Spock quickly passed through 
Kirk's subconscious and went straight into the depths of his madness. 


He paused for a minute, his mind having a difficult time trying to 
absorb the whirling confusion and needs of Kirk's tortured mind. 


For some reason, the words of the song returned to Spock, the soulful 
cry of someone centuries earlier, crying out as he cried out now. And, ina 
dark corner of Kirk's madness, a tiny light appeared - a tiny thought formed 
and slowly grew to stand as a symbol. 
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A rose... 


Cautiously Spock's thoughts reached towards it. He did nothing to call 
Kirk. He thought only of the song and its pleading words. Gradually the 
image of the rosé stood clear, a solitary, fragile beacon in the midst of 
raging madness. 


Spock stayed just long enough to assure himself of one other thing, 
then quietly began to withdraw. It was all he dared do. If he stayed in 
Kirk's mind any longer, he would be pulled forever into his madness. He 
hoped he had given Kirk enough to hold onto. He had given him a memory - a 
want and a need. Spock hoped it would prove stronger than the chemicals 
that controlled Kirk's body now. 


Fre room was dark when McCoy returned. For a moment he felt panic 
surface. He knew that Kirk was close to total insanity, and that insanity 
could have overpowered Spock. Kirk was an expert at dirty gutter fighting 
and his nearness to insanity would make him that much more dangerous. 


McCoy flipped on the light and stood in silence for a moment. Kirk lay 
unmoving on the bed, Spock sitting in a chair by his side, his fingers 
steepled in front of him. He glanced up as McCoy came in. 


"He is stronger, Doctor." 


McCoy looked at the scanner readout. There was no doubt that what 
Spock said was true. Kirk was still in withdrawal, but he was not nearly so 
close to death. 


McCoy carefully gave Kirk a small sip of water and tensely waited for a 
reaction. None came. He sponged Kirk's face and then his body. "We need 
clean sheets, Spock," he said, "these are a mess." Efficiently. they changed 
the bed, the whole time McCoy acutely aware that flickers of intelligence 
were showing in Kirk's eyes, even though he did not speak. 


McCoy took off the harness. For a moment Kirk tensed, obviously 
fighting some deep, inner drive. In horror McCoy realized what it was that 
Kirk was fighting. His eyes flew to Spock's face and found the dark eyes 
locked on his. Neither of them could say anything, and both knew they would 
not be able to bear the sight if Kirk repeated his earlier act of begging. 


In desperation, Kirk clutched onto the sheet. His memories of the last 
few days were a blank, but he did remember how he had been taught to beg and 
he remembered the relief as his willing body had dragged his screaming mind 
toward something horrible, although he couldn't remember what it was. It 
was the relief he remembered most. 


Kirk's movement broke Spock's frozen stance, and he reached forward, 
his hands covering Kirk's whitened fingers. "Hold on, Jim," he said softly 
as Kirk started to pull away. 


Kirk looked up at him, then at the lean, warm hands that covered his 
own cold, trembling ones. He opened his mouth. "Please...he...help..." 


Spock's hands closed harder as he felt Kirk's grip loosen. "No, Jim, 
don't!" Kirk pulled away from him and crawled to the edge of the bed. 
McCoy caught him as he slipped off and pulled him to his feet, his arms 
going tightly around Kirk's shaking body. 


"Jim, listen to me. Somehow someone managed to addict you to herrash. 
That's what's driving you, but you're winning. Don't crawl! Don't get 
yourself into a position where you can't stand to live with yourself! 
Please!" 


A wounded cry escaped Kirk and he pulled away from McCoy, slowly 
falling to his knees, his hands grabbing, pleading. McCoy looked helplessly 
at Spock. Kirk was losing the battle. Whatever had brought him this far 
was being overpowered by his far greater need for the drug. 


Immediately Spock was around the bed and on the floor beside Kirk. He 
grabbed Kirk's shoulders. "Think, Jim, the rose. Hold onto that image! 
Remember the glow - the hope? Jim - think! Reach into your mind!" 


Gradually Kirk stopped shaking. His eyes cleared slightly. "Rose?" 
he said softly. He looked at Spock. For a long time their eyes held, then 
Kirk reached up and touched the Vulcan's face. "Spock?" It was the first 
moment of recognition, the first evidence that his brain was not utterly 
des troyed. 

Yes, Jim," said Spock, wondering in the back of his mind how he was 
managing to remain so calm. "Come, you cannot remain on the floor." 
Carefully he got up, lifting Kirk with him and helping him down onto the 
bed. "Doctor, I would suggest treating him now. He should remain calm for 
a while." 


Kirk lay quiet under McCoy's ministering hands, although McCoy wasn't 
being quite as successful in controlling his tears. When they had finished, 
Spock and McCoy eased the soft harness back on. They stayed with him for a 
while, but Kirk continued to remain calm. 


Finally McCoy looked at Spock. "How long has it been since you've 
eaten anything?" 


Spock shrugged. He didn't know and he didn't care. 

"There's some food in the next room. I think it's about time you ate 
something before you fall Flat on your face. As a matter of fact, I'll join 
you. We can keep an eye on him from out there." 


Suddenly Spock realized that he was starving. "I'll get things ready," 
he offered. 


Ten minutes later McCoy came out and sprawled into a chair. "There's 
been no further slipping," he said in response to Spock's unasked question. 
"IT was able to finally run some simple brain scanS: By some miracle his 
brain does not appear to be damaged." 


"The hepatitis?" 
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McCoy shook his head slowly. "It's got a good hold, but it's no 
worse. However, there are preliminary signs of jaundice, some yellowish 
staining of his eyes. He's not out of the woods yet." He glanced up at 
Spock. "I don't know what you did to reach him. Oh, don't try to deny it. 
I can see your handiwork in all of this. I would have lost him this after- 
noon," he continued quietly, "probably for good. Thank God you were 
theres <s 
"No, Doctor," said Spock quietly, "someone a few centuries ago knew 
what Jim was going through. That person touched his mind, not me." 


McCoy looked at him curiously but the guarded look in Spock's eyes told 
McCoy that the Vulcan was not about to explain further. "Well, I suppose 
you would defend that as a logical statement," said McCoy, "but I doubt if 
you'd ever find a believer." He pushed his fork into a pile of mashed 
potatoes. "However, I am worried about his continued desperate craving for 
the herrash, Spock, and he's plainly terrified. He's still got a tremendous 
uphill struggle in front of him." 


"He will win, Doctor." 


McGoy glanced at him. “You can't win someone else's fight, Spock, not 
even with your willpower. If that was anyone else lying in there, I would 
disagree with you...actually, I'm inclined to disagree with you anyway. You 
were gone a long time - maybe too long. He's not a Vulcan." 


"Indeed not, Doctor," replied Spock, "but he is James Kirk." 


McCoy fell silent. There was no use going through the argument again. 
He knew he wouldn't win and he knew that Spock would never accept anything 
he said anyway. 


After dinner, Spock left to sit with Kirk. Kirk was awake but 
withdrawn, showing no sign that he knew Spock was there. Spock felt his 
anger rise as he watched the even rise and fall of Kirk's chest. Why had he 
been subjected to this? What had happened to him? Spock knew from the meld 
that Kirk had no memory of what had happened, nor ever would have. It would 
remain a blank part of his life if he should indeed live. 


A restless stirring brought Spock out of his daydream. Instantly he 
was at Kirk's side. Kirk's small cries tore into Spock, the sounds of a 
wounded animal begging for mercy, the cries of Kirk's addiction. The sounds 
brought McCoy running. 


Together they desperately tried to avert another seizure, tried and 
failed. Kirk started to fight with more strength and the two of them had 
their hands full holding him as still as they could. 


Finally Kirk looked at Spock. "Why?" The word was a gasp from a 
tortured body. 


"Jim," said Spock levelly, his stomach banging against his throat as he 
realized how badly Kirk was slipping. "You've got to win. You cannot give 
in to domination by a chemical. You cannot destroy your life..." 


"Please, give me...!" A scream followed close on his words. Spock, 
grabbed his shoulders and again held Kirk firmly against the bed. The heal-~ 
ing meld had obviously been destroyed by the drug's more powerful hold. 


Finally the seizure subsided. Kirk had fought Spock every inch of the 
way, just as he had before the meld. Spock sagged back, suddenly wondering 
how much more he could take, the first time such a thought had ever entered 
his mind. 


Kirk's haunted, pleading eyes held his for a long time, then he drew a 
shuddering breath. '"No...no more. Please...let me...die!" 


"Jim, you can't give up!" 


Kirk did not answer. His eyes gradually grew unfocused. He did not 
appear to have heard Spock's anguished cry. He was withdrawing for the 
final time, preparing himself to meet the death he was finally ready to 
accept. 


Spock suddenly knew he had to get out, get away from the tortured man. 
He roughly pushed past McCoy who was standing in the doorway, and 
practically ran to the door that led to the small yard surrounding the 
clinic. His mind was a whirl of confusion. Had he been wrong to reach out 
for Kirk's consciousness, for that spark that made Kirk the person he was? 
Now Kirk's mind clearly felt the agony and obviously recognized that he was 
dying. Would it have been kinder to have left Kirk in the twilight of 
nothingness? Should he have interfered? He paced in the dark night, his 
ragged emotions threatening to rip open and pull him apart. 


McCoy started to follow Spock, then thought better of it. It was time 
to follow his own instincts, to stop being swayed by the determination of 
cold logic. He knew herrash addiction and he knew Kirk's stren3th. but the 
drug was stronger. It was nothing short of a miracle that Kirk's mind had 
not already been destroyed, but otherwise the drug was following classic 
lines. There had only been the one, brief sign that the agony of withdrawal 
was easing. 


He stopped in the doorway and looked at Kirk, and again in his mind he 
saw the gruesome spectacle of Kirk groveling on the floor, begging for the 
drug that would destroy his life, willing to do anything for its relief. 
James T. Kirk, Admiral, Starfleet Command. James T. Kirk, Captain, U.S.S. 
Enterprise. James T. Kirk, addict. Just when Kirk's life had been given 
back to him - all their lives - this had to happen. Kirk had fought 
successful battles all his life, often against overwhelming odds, but he 
couldn't fight this - no Human could. Slowly, sadly, McCoy took the hypo 
out of his medikit. Kirk would eventually die, but at least he would be 


able to die with dignity. 


His mind was finally blessedly dark, no wild images filling it as they 
had been, causing helpless terror and despair. Again he saw the soft light 
and focused on that as it slowly grew closer. The image was fuzzy, 


49 





‘Pf 


indistinct, and settled slowly into a pattern. A fragile flower grew in 

his mind, its petals reaching out to an unseen light. Kirk moved restlessly 
on the bed. He wanted to find the source of that light but he was being 
held down, forced away. 


"No," he muttered, "please, I must...can't go...no...!" 


McCoy hesitated by the side of the bed. What horrors was Kirk seeing 
now? The hazel eyes were open but utterly blank, the dark rings of suffer- 
ing looking like black smudges on the pale face. What was Kirk feeling? 
The hypo lay heavily in McCoy's hand, its drug ready to relieve agony that 
had been prolonged far too long. 


Kirk graduakly relaxed. The light seemed to be getting stronger now. 
The rose enfolded him in the softness of its petals, sheltering him, the 
thorns protecting him from further torture. The light grew brighter and 
the white-hot blaze gradually took on shape and form until there was no 
mistaking the features. 


"Spock !" 


Far out in the yard, Spock's mind heard Kirk's cry. With no hesitation 
he ran for the clinic. He had no idea why Kirk had called out for him, he 
only knew he was needed. 


As Kirk cried out, McCoy dropped the hypo he had just pressed against 
Kirk's arm. Before he would retrieve it, Spock burst into the room. 


"What are you doing?" he demanded harshly, catching McCoy's wrist 
before he could reach for the hypo. 


"What I should have done hours ago!” said McCoy fiercely. "I won't put 
him through this any longer. Do you think I haven't heard his screams, his 
pleas? Spock, he's dying, and he's got to be allowed to die with dignity!" 


But Spock was no longer paying any attention to what McCoy was saying. 
He dropped McCoy's wrist and moved slowly to the bed. 


Kirk was lying on his back, his sweat damp hair plastered to his face, 
the deep lines of suffering still clearly etched. But his eyes were 
closed, the long lashes lying unmoving on the flushed cheeks. His chest was 
rising and falling in the peaceful movement of deep sleep. 


"Doctor...?" 


McCoy grabbed his scanner and stared almost uncomprehendingly at the 
readout. Finally he handed it to Spock, his hand trembling. 


Spock looked at the scanner and, for a brief moment, closed his eyes. 
The withdrawal was complete. Kirk had survived it. Somehow he had won. 


McCoy bent down to retrieve the hypo, tears filling his eyes and a cold 
fear clutching his heart. He had been so close to giving Kirk the shot - so 
close to addicting him forever to the herrash's uncompromising hold. Only 
Spock's blind faith had stopped him from trying to do it before then, and 
only God knew what had prevented him from doing it now. 
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From the moment McCoy contacted the medical complex at Fleet Head- 
quarters, Starfleet was in an uproar. Admiral O'Connor had everything 
ready that McCoy had asked for when Mike's dilapidated airvan drew up to 
the emergency entrance. 


Nogura was there to meet them, the wrath of his office surrounding him 
like a mantle, but McCoy cut right through him. "This is my patient, 
Admiral, and at the moment he is a very sick man. I will not have any of 
your heavy footed infantry crashing around me or my Sickbay!" 


"Your Sickbay?" spluttered Nogura. 


"Yes, sir. And it is imperative to Kirk's recovery that Commander 
Spock be with him at all times. I will let you know when he is strong 
enough to talk to you." 


"But you're A.W.O.L...you're...!" But there was no one left to listen 
to Nogura's raging. The stretcher carrying Kirk was thundering down the 
hallway on its way to the intensive care unit, Spock and McCoy running along 
side. Mike loaded the empty stretcher back into his van, laughing at the 
ludicrous sight of the Commanding Admiral standing on the sidewalk yelling 
at thin air. Giving him a.cocky salute, he got in the van and drove off. 


McCoy set up a battery of tests now that he had all the advanced 
equipment he needed. He knew that Nogura was out for blood and he'd better 
be prepared with every test in the book to back himself up. Kirk's life and 
career were still hanging in the balance. 


O'Connor had rounded up every expert that Starfleet had, and Kirk was 
given the best possible treatment. An entire team worked nonstop to find a 
combination of drugs that wouldn't kill Kirk while he was recovering from 
all the complications caused by the addiction. Within days he was stable, 
his blood count and bodily functions gradually returning to normal. 


Kirk's sleep was so deep as to be almost comatose. At first McCoy had 
been worried, but the specialist had assured him that it was a natural 
healing process. 


Kirk slept for almost a solid week. Occasionally he would wake up for 
brief periods, groggy and disoriented, his body still terribly weak from the 
ordeal it had undergone, but within minutes he would be asleep again, a 
deep, healing sleep. 


During this time Spock never left Kirk's side. He would help McCoy 
treat the now healing sures on Kirk's arms and legs. He would tell the 
nurses when the IV's needed to be changed. He kept careful records of 
anything Kirk said or did during those brief periods when he was awake. 


Ten days after Kirk arrived at the medical complex, they managed to 
arrest the hepatitis. After three weeks all tests showed that there was no 
sign of any drug dependence, no sensitivity to herrash derivatives, nor any 
dependence on the pure drug itself. Kirk's waking periods were growing 
longer and more lucid. It was time for McCoy to face Nogura. 


"I will come with you, Doctor." 


"No, Spock, I'd rather you stayed here with Jim. If he wakes up, he'll 
need you. Don't worry, I won't do anything to upset the Admiral." 


"IT would imagine your presence will be enough to do that," said Spock 
with the ghost of a smile. "I wish you luck." 


McCoy nodded. "I have the feeling our future in Starfleet might depend 
on this. I accept your wishes." 


Nogura kept McCoy waiting but if he was using it as a tactic to upset 
McCoy, it didn't work, nor did any of his angry tirades. McCoy simply 
handed him all the test results and reports, and answered all Nogura's 
questions with the calm competence of his experience and position. In 
medical matters, McCoy did not cow easily. 
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Fisch did not notice when Kirk had awakened. When he looked up, the 
hazel eyes were resting on him, eyes which now held the flame of life and 
not just the feeble flicker that had been present earlier. 

"Welcome back, Jim," he said quietly. 
"Um." Kirk looked around. --"Where am I?" 


"Medical complex, Fleet Headquarters." 


Kirk lay silent for a moment. "Funny place to be. Did something 
happen?" 


Spock stood up. "You were very sick for a while, but you're fine now. 
When you are feeling stronger we can discuss it more thoroughly." He 
hesitated, but McCoy had told him to ask. "How do you feel?" 


Kirk thought about it for a moment. "Pretty awful," he conceded. He 
glanced at the IV hook-ups that were attached to his arm and leg. "Looks 
like I must have lost my appetite." He looked down. "My arms don't look 


too good either." He was silent for a moment, then he looked at the 
Vulcan. "Spock, am I yellow or is it the light?" 


Spock almost smiled as the questions came tumbling out. Kirk was 
definitely on the mend. "I would suggest keeping your questions for your 
doctor. He knows more than I do." 

"McCoy?" 

Spock nodded. 


"Where is he?" 


"With Admiral Nogura, waging what I suspect could turn out to be the 
battle of the century." 
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Kirk looked confused. "What has Nogura got to do with anything?" 


"Jim, I'll explain everything later, but you need to rest. Please be- 
lieve me when I say there is nothing to worry about." 


"Okay," said Kirk dubiously. He settled back into the pillows and was 
silent for a long time. Spock thought he had drifted off to sleep when 
suddenly he spoke. "Spock, how did you know about the rose?" His eyes 
opened. It was obvious he remembered something of the past days. He knew 
who had put the symbol of hope in his mind. 


"Dr. McCoy was watching the viewtape the night you went out to dinner 
with Admiral Nogura. I watched the end of it." 


For a while Kirk was silent. "Did it make sense to you?" he asked 
finally. 


Spock nodded. "Yes, it made sense." Their eyes met in quiet under- 
standing but McCoy walked in before either one of them could say anything 
more. 


"TI did it, Spock! Hot damn, I got him on every point! We're still in 


Starfleet!" 


Nogura didn't give up without a fight, but he had picked on three men 
who refused to yield. 


Eventually McCoy decided that Kirk was strong enough to go through one 
of Nogura's grilling sessions, but the Admiral came away empty handed. He 
had gone into Kirk's room determined to discover exactly what had happened 
to him, and he had failed. From the time Kirk had walked out of the 
Officer's Club at Fleet Headquarters to the time he had finally woken up 3n 
the intensive care unit at the base hospital was a complete blank. Al] 
tests showed a total memory loss. Kirk simply had no idea where he had been 
or what had happened to him. 


As Nogura got up to leave, Spock silently stepped forward. "May I 
speak with you a moment, sir?" he asked quietly, fully aware of McCoy's 
puzzled gaze but not taking his eyes from the Commanding Admiral. 


For a moment Nogura returned his look, then nodded abruptly. "Very 
well, Commander, come with me." 


Once they were in Nogura's office, the Admiral gestured Spock to a 
chair while he sat on the corner of his desk. 


"Wel1?" 


"Sir, I am aware of what you were attempting to discover when you were 
talking to Captain Kirk..." 


"Admiral Kirk, Commander Spock." 


A faint smile touched Spock's lips as the meaning of Nogura's words 
sank home. "Yes, sir, Admiral Kirk." He paused for a moment, then con- 
tinued. "I had occasion to achieve a mind meld with Admiral Kirk several 
times during his withdrawal from the herrash..." He felt Nogura's eyes 
boring into him. "Admiral, have you ever heard of an organization called 
Sadag?" 


For a moment Nogura looked blank, then recognition dawned in his eyes. 
"That's some insignificant renegade outfit, isn't it? Occasionally pirate 
old freighters, that sort of thing?" 


"Yes, sir," replied Spock. "It was they who abducted Kirk." 


Nogura looked at him in bewilderment. "What earthly reason would they 
have for doing something as stupid as that?" 


"Unknown, sir. Quite likely they didn't realize who it was they had 
when they first took him, but you can rest assured that as seon as they 
Knew. they got out of there in a hurry. If they were indeed based on Earth 
they are no longer." 


"No," agreed Nogura, "they wouldn't risk being caught anywhere in this 
sector." He sat musing while Spock slowly got to his feet. 


"Admiral," he said softly. "During the last meld I had with Kirk, the 
madness was abating and I took the opportunity to check. There was no 
breakdown of command training. There was no evidence that there had ever 
been any attempt to force information, and none that any had been given." 


"And you expect me to believe that?" 


"No, sir," said Spock. "However, I believe his psyche tests will show 


no breakdown. I highly doubt if he was taken for any knowledge he possessed. 


I think it was just one large, almost high cost error which will never be 
repeated." 


"We shall see, Commander," said Nogura abruptly. "If his psyche tests 
don't coincide exactly with the previous ones done on him, he is out, do you 
understand me? If he has broken in any way, he is grounded for good!" 


Spock nodded. "He did not break, sir." Nodding formally, Spock turned 


and left. 
@YTa) 


Mecoy made sure that Nogura was present at all of Kirk's psychological 
testing. This was not a man grown so weak that he wanted to die. Kirk had 
won a battle with herrash addiction. No man with any form of self- 
destructive tendencies would have been able to do it. Exhaustive psyche 
tests confirmed Spock's statement. There was no breakdown of command 
training. For all the hell he had been through, Kirk had stood up to Nogura 
again and shown him the man he was. Nogura finally admitted defeat and let 
Kirk resume command of the Enterprise, the ship he had almost taken away 
from him again. He finally admitted that he was never going to win his 
argument with Kirk, he might as well let him go. 


55 





Finally the day came when Kirk was released from the hospital and 
allowed to go home, accompanied by a hovering McCoy. Spock had had to chair 
a debate at one of the science seminars and was unable to meet them at the 
hospital. McCoy was overjoyed at the:normality of the man at his side. 

Kirk had been so desperately sick, so close to total destruction that it was 
hard to believe that he could once again be whole. 


Laughing off McCoy's mothering, Kirk escaped to his room pleading the 
need of a hot bath and a change of clothes. He shut his bedroom door firmly 
behind him, half afraid that McCoy would follow him in. From the talks he 
had had with McCoy, he knew the doctor still felt guilt at almost readdicting 
him to herrash and that was one of the reasons he was hovering so closely. 

He put his suitcase down on the floor and looked around, savoring its 
familiarity. 


Walking across the room, he pulled the curtains open and the sunlight 
streamed across the bed, outlining a single rose that lay on the pillow. 
Slowly he walked to the bed and picked it up, along with a tape which lay 
beside it. He put the tape in the player and turned it on. 


Familiar words filled the room as he sat on the bed, the tormented 
words he knew so well now taking on a new meaning, a new hope. 


He was still sitting there when a quiet knock sounded on the door and 
Spock entered. He saw Kirk with the flower in his hand, the words of the 
song softly filling the air. He shut the door quietly behind him. 


Their eyes met for a moment, then Kirk looked down at the rose. '"Is 
this a commitment, Spock?" he asked. 


MTP 9Ou-141 Kes” 


Kirk looked up, then slowly got to his feet. "Love is trey a hunger. 
It can and will tear you apart if it is @#llowed to." 


"Then we must never allow it." 


Kirk stood looking at the Vulcan. "How far, Spock? How much do we 
give?" 


Spock's eyes held his steadily. "It is not something to push, Jim. 
We've come this far. Who is to say what the future holds?" 


"Who is to say what the future holds?" echoed Kirk. For a long moment 
he looked at the rose, then he looked at Spock. Each was a gentle pro- 
tector. Each was a promise of love. A small smile touched Kirk's lips, 

a smile that was reflected in the peace of the Vulcan's eyes - a silent 
promise of what was to come... 


ege 


e 
Py a *, 


te 


af 





58 


pospopot Andsered Call atipys 


A have’ reached for 

inity's curve’ space, 
a, aft f g sree and 
Xhrough science, guested more. 
But uginity is empty, 
A desert Ff cold and night, 
And science answers the 
Nearnings of the soul ina 

Old, impersonal ; computer's tone. 


ig a voice, 

sort, ing, promise-song, 

Somechinge hl Chanak ee 

Sings through the void. 

The stars begin to swirl, 

Blending t + and tomorrow, 

My science and the warmth of your song. 


Logic crystalizes, 
Dreams cry out 
And reality is reborn. 
Mirrored heartbeats echo through the’ night 
Qhe past is gone, 
Dissolved, 
inity comes closer 


Filled with light. 


J hear vow 
and here am. 
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She He eper In She Valley 


The structure stands white, sun corroded marble, 
Slim, arching pillars carrying the proud dome above; 
And she thinks with great care -- the woman 

with white hair, deep-sown wrinkles, 

clad in her billowing black cloth -- 

of what flowers to plant to soothe its 

future dweller's never resting brows. 


Lionhearts, smooth creamy flowers she'd plant, 
Bravely claiming new ground on her desert world, 
Weightless, floating on easy evening breezes -- and she, 
with wide, far-seeking glance, squinting, 
conjures the knowing innocence, the youthful stride, 
a fleeting grin brightening bewitched 
lion-colored eyes . . . soon, so soon to die. 


The dome inside is cool and shady, in its 
Dreamy shadows insubstantial images hide, then 
Stray, ponder in unstirred stony corners -- while she 
disturbs the spell, enchanted, tangled in 
memories of yesteryear, weaving the web 
of future hopes and woes -- the thread of 
time running thin in her hands all the while. She waits. 


The name -- two words on stone -- is brassy, like a 
Shield reflecting a golden-flecked gaze. Her sight 
Is drawn to the shine, drowning, misting over -- and she knows 
the time rears when the call would come, 
his earthly remains brought home to rest in 
embracing stone arms, cold of silence. . 
medals, braids and memories laid in a starry, fading path. 


Urgent, she moves out to the sunlight, 

Hard, scorching rays of aggressive heat 

Beating, invading her solitude. From her Lids, 
parched and dry as the ageless desert around, 
a tear, warm and salty, escapes as 
she smells the lifting wind, spreads her 
mind, reads the scythed signs. 


There's someone else; a life devoted whole -- thought, feeling -- to the 
Other's pulsing warmth; hanging with trembling, newborn 
Pleasure on the other's leading thread of gold. And how can she, 
eternal weaver, oracle and omen-reader, 
disrupt their pattern-in-two, ripple the order-in-beauty 
and twine; with heavy hands, their 
lives into cold, interlocking deaths? 
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Primordial sand around her shifts, clouding 
Red skies, in snake-dance drawing the pattern 
As the circle completes. And with sagging shoulders, she accepts: 
head cast in surrender she returns to the shadows, 
bent under her eternal chore 
and touches the virgin elegy-stone, to 
burn the other's name upon it. One word. 


The structure stands white, sun corroded marble, 
A bright, cold jewel in the seething valley of time, 


Awaiting the sleeper. Her face 
is frozen hard rock now, untouched 
by her eternal blind-eyed task. And only the flowers, 
lionhearts of gold, bend 
their heads in mute lament. 


The valley waits. 


-- Susan K, JAMES -- 
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The Bell Sols For Shee 


Ou came into my life 
bringing love and f : 
warmth and gentieness, 
a zest. for living. 
you made’ my life complete and right. 
ou taking with you the sun 
J es pee behind a-midnight desert; 
barren and arid, 
where no Flower will blossom 
1 exist now onthe surface J life. 
My eyes see, my mouth spei but beneath is a dark wid. 
A port tf me will always remain behind 
waiting for you to return 
But ee = and 1 wit grow Ad -- stiff waiting. 


Jerri Sylvester 
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See So Clear ly 


She knows... 

That which I can not hide 
When I Look at you, Lying here 
So vulnerable in pain-nekieved sleep, 
Weakened by the ordeal you suffered 
And the need f0r decompression. 


















Does she also know... 
The envy I feet that the touch of her hand 

Can ease your patn, can wtpe away 

The motthed Lesions that cut your wrists, 

That she, not I, can relieve the pressure 

Which tightens your chest with rts inon-Like grip, 
That she can free you to breathe easily again, 
And smooth the agonized crease from your brow. 














Does she know... 
That jealousy does not become a Vulcan, 
Because she can nemove all traces of injury, 
And nestone Lost strength and vitality to you. 
That a Vulcan can not admit to the possessiveness 
That wishes to soothe the torment in your eyes. 





Her eyes gkow softly with warunth at me, 
'TALL T wish she couldn't so ckearly see. 


Yet she could not know... 

Just what you do mean to me, 

How worthy you are of that singular Love, 

06 which tradition binds me never to speak. 

No, she does not realize how easy it 4s 

Fon us to offer up all our Lives 

In return for whatever you might need, 

On the myriad neasons we follow your Lead, 

The pride in your command, the twst in your judgment, 
The hunger for the $rtendship you share with us. 


Her smile curves knowingly in delight, 
"TALL T wish she couldn't so ckearly see. 


CRYSTAL ANN TAYLOR 
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Captain, are you quite sure you want to accompany me to Deveroux? It 
will be quite boring for you," Spock said as he stood in the Captain's 
quarters, hands behind his back. 


"Boring? Spock, I'm so bored now I could scream. Star mapping is the 
devil's own assignment." 


"It is necessary, sir." 

"That still doesn't make it any less boring. If you object to my going, 
I'l]l...stay...here." Kirk tried to put just the right inflection in his 
voice to set up his Vulcan friend. 

"T do not object, Jim." 

"Good, then I'm going." A wide grin spread across his face, his eyes 
sparkling with devilment. "Tell me about Deveroux. You say you've been 
there?" 

"Yes, sir. Twice before. It is a strange planet. Unusual laws and 
customs. The inhabitants are humanoid, and are somewhat intolerant of out- 
siders, with the exception of...Vulcans. Or in my case, half-Vulcans. This 
time, as with the other times, I have been asked to meet and negotiate new 
amendments to the Federation agreement." 

"But why you, Mr. Spock?" Kirk asked. 


"I appear to be the only Vulcan in the vicinity, Captain. It stands to 
reason that is why I was chosen." 


"Logical, as always." 
"Are you ready now, Jim?" 


"Are you kidding? Let's go." 
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Scott met them on the hangar deck. 


"The Enterprise is yours, Mr. Scott. Mr. Spock and I shall be on 
Deveroux for the next few days," the Captain was grinning. 


"Have a bonnie trip, gentlemen. " 
In minutes, the shuttlecraft had left the security of the Enterprise. 


"Tell me more about Deveroux," Kirk requested as he sat back in the 
pilot's seat. 


"Strange customs..." Spock repeated. "Believe it or not, the meeting 
place is in the back room of a...saloon, for lack of a better word." 


"Saloon? You've got to be kidding," Kirk grinned over at him. 


"No, sir. Actually it is more than the word 'saloon' signifies, It 
is a meeting hall and overnight resting place - whatever the citizens need 
at any given moment. The fact that the place also serves potables is inci- 
dental," Spock finished. 


"Sounds like an interesting place." 


"IT must caution you, Jim. Their customs and laws may seem unusual even 
to you. They are very intolerant of Earthers. Watch your step, Captain. I 
would hate to have to ‘bail you out,' I believe is the expression." 


"That'll be the day." 


eae than an hour later, the two officers from the Enterprise were 
entering the Deveroux Tavern. 


"Ahhh, Mr. Spock, how good it is to see you again!" A short squatty 
man appeared out of nowhere to stand in front of the two men. His skin was 
almost pure white - an implausible coloration, since the sun of this system 
was quite powerful. 


"Hajee, it is good to see you again. Has Gzr arrived yet?” 


"Yes, he awaits you in the rear hall." The short man turned to gaze 
coldly at the Captain. 


"Forgive me, Hajee, this is my Commanding Officer and Captain of the 
Starship Enterprise, James Kirk. Captain, this is Hajee, owner and pro- 
prietor of this establishment." 


Kirk nodded at the man, unsure how he should greet his host. Hajee 
made no acknowledgement at all, but went back to his friendly chatter with 
Spock. 


"T shall bring refreshments, Spock. Gzr is waiting," Hajee walked away 
and Spock turned to his Captain. 


"IT do not believe Gzr would appreciate your presence in the rear hall 
at this time, Jim." 


"You have met with him before?" 


Spock nodded. "He can become quite irritating at times, but my con- 
stant exposure to humans has made me more tolerant of his manners." 


Kirk could almost swear he saw a smile on Spock's lips. 


"Of course, Mr. Spock. I understand. And I must admit I'm very proud 
of you. I'm discovering talents I didn't know you possessed. You can be 
very diplomatic and yet understated at the same time. You never told me 
about your Federation meetings here on Deveroux." 


"There was no reason to do so, Jim. Both occurred before you took 
command of the Enterprise." 


"Still, I'm proud of you and your accomplishments. I'm very glad I 
decided to come with you." 


"IT must join Gzr, Captain. It would not do to keep him waiting." He 
paused, looking meaningfully at Kirk. Time did not permit an elaboration 
on the various laws here on Deveroux. 


"I'll be fine, Spock. Just do what you have to do. I ama big boy 
now," Kirk smiled. 


"Really, Captain. I was of the opinion you had reached full maturity 
years ago," Spock arched an eyebrow. 


POO tah 


Spock crossed the room that was crowded with tables and chairs of all 
sizes and shapes. A long wooden and metal bar covered one entire wall. 
Kirk had seen pictures of western towns in the early days of the Old West on 
Earth, and he thought this must be an exact copy - right down to the polished 
back mirrors behind the bar. 


Spock disappeared from sight through a curtained archway and Kirk 
started toward the bar. As he came to a stop, he was tempted to prop his 
booted foot on the brass rail that ran the length of the bar about six 
inches from the floor, but he resisted the temptation. 


Hajee was busy preparing a small tray for the men in the rear hall - a 
decanter of honey-colored liquid, two empty goblets and a container of 
various cracker and soft bread combinations. Kirk was very impressed by the 
layout of this establishment. Clearly the largest building in the settlement, 
it could be changed easily into whatever facility the settlement happened to 
need. 


Kirk waited patiently at the edge of the bar, but was ignored by the 
'bartender.' However, he seemed to have the full attention of the few 
customers seated at the tables. Peculiar looks, whispers, fingers pointing 
in his direction caught his eye. Still the bartender ignored him. Long, 
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minutes later, two men approached Kirk from either side. 


"Come with us, Earther. You're under arrest," one of the pale, 
squatty men ordered. Apparently, everyone on Deveroux was built like Hajee. 


"For what? What have I done?" Kirk inquired. 
"You shall know in time. Come along," the second man growled. 
"T have a friend in the rear hall," Kirk explained. 


"He shall be informed. Now, move,” the first man said, emphasizing 
his words with a sharp poke at Kirk's back. Reluctantly, Kirk left the 
tavern with the two men. 


Hajee carried the tray through the archway and down the corridor. 
Sliding back the large door, he entered the ballroom-size hall. Beautiful 
wall tapestries, thick, heavy carpets, plush furniture of massive propor- 
tions - necessary considering the size and girth of the inhabitants - filled 
the room. Spock and Gzr were occupying one of the smallest of the carved 
tables. Both men were presently engrossed in reading the various proposals 
to be considered, and paid little attention to Hajee's motions as he 
emptied his tray. 


Touching Spock on the shoulder, Hajee bent down. "Your... friend has 
been arrested, Spock," he whispered. 


"I was afraid of that," Spock spoke flatly. "What did he do?" 
"He was standing, unaccompanied, at the bar." 


The Vulcan drew in a breath and released it in a deep sigh. "Where is 
he?" he asked. 


"At the confinement building." 


"Honorable GZr, please excuse me. I shall be only a few moments," 
Spock pushed his chair back and made a short bow to his companion. 


"Of course, Mr. Spock. I shall study this amendment during your 
absence," Gzr replied, pouring some of the honey-colored refreshment into 
his goblet. 


When Spock entered the confinement building located across the street 
from the tavern, his eyes quickly searched the area for his Captain. Kirk 
was seated cross-legged on the wooden bunk in the first cell, elbows on his 
knees, head resting on his rolled-up fists. Spock was silently relieved 
when he saw him. 


"My name is Spock," he explained to the man seated behind the high 
platform. "I have come to pay the fine for this prisoner." 


"You know this Earther?" the man inquired disdainfully. 


"Yes, I do," Spock admitted. 
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"Fine is ten credits." 


Spock complied, using the pre-programmed computer card he knew would be 
accepted on Deveroux. Pressing a hidden button, the man behind the platform 
opened the cell door. Kirk stayed where he was, his expression unchanged. 


"Come, Captain, I have paid your fine," Spock said, replacing the 
computer card in his waistband. 


"I feel so foolish, Mr. Spock. I don't even know what I did." Kirk 
continued to sit indian~fashion on the bunk. 


"I shall explain as we return to the tavern. I have left Gzr waiting 
for me," Spock explained. 


Kirk's expression turned serious and he got to his feet. Leaving the 
cell, he and Spock walked out of the building and into the tavern. 


"It is my fault you were incarcerated, Jim. I failed to make you aware 
of the many rules of this culture,” Spock started. 


"Just exactly what did I do?" 

"An unaccompanied male may not seek service at the bar." 

"That's it?" Kirk blurted. "That's what I was jailed for?" 

"Yes. Now, if you'll excuse me," Spock walked toward the archway again. 
"I'll try to be more careful, Mr. Spock," Kirk called after him. 


After Spock disappeared from sight, Kirk looked around carefully. 
Glancing at the long bar, he shook his head. Won't make that mistake again. 
Noticing a table available against the wall, Kirk hoped to remain inconspic- 
uous while he waited for Spock. It didn't seem his plan would work - the 
customers continued to stare at him long after he had sat down at the 
table. Looking over at the archway, hoping to see Spock, he felt someone 
approach. Glancing back at the man standing beside him, Kirk thought his 
clothes somehow looked familiar. His gaze traveled up to the man's face and 
he grinned when he recognized one of the two 'deputies' from before. 


"Come with us, Earther. You are under arrest," the short man said. 


"Not again," Kirk whispered. Rising to his feet, he led the two men 
over to the confinement building. 


Minutes later, Spock appeared, paid the fine again and the Captain was 
released - again. 


"What did I do this time? I stayed away from the bar," Kirk stated, 
trying to keep from looking Spock in the eye. 


"Jim, the tables are only for parties of four," Spock explained. 


"Is there anything eZse I may do wrong, Mr. Spock? Anything eZse I 
should be aware of?" Kirk asked as they entered the tavern again. 


"Captain, there are possibly hundreds of things that could be considered 
infractions, but I don't have the time now to enumerate them all. I must 
return to Gzr." Again, Spock disappeared through the archway. 


Once more, Kirk scanned the room. The bar was ‘off-limits.' The 


tables were 'off-limits.' He had been in jail twice and still hadn't had 
his first drink. 


A motion from the end of the bar caught his eye and he saw a short, 
obese woman carrying a tray full of vari-colored drinks. Approaching the 
woman, Kirk turned on his charm and his widest grin. 


"Are all those drinks taken?" he asked softly. The woman turned and 
looked at him incredulously, her eyes wide. 


Oh my god, Kirk thought to himself, what have I done now? 

Without a sound, he turned, somehow knowing the two men would be 
there...and again he followed them to the confinement building. As soon as 
he entered, Kirk walked into the open cell and resumed his cross-legged 
position on the wooden bunk. He could not believe this was happening to him. 


The man behind the platform watched with fascination as the Earther 
passed him again. He shook his head and started filling out the paperwork. 


H aiee appeared beside Spock in the rear hall once more. When Spock 
looked up, Hajee simply nodded in response to the unspoken question he saw 
in Spock's eyes. 


"Mr. Spock, these interruptions are becoming disruptive," Gzr stated as 
he saw the Vulcan getting to his feet. 


"IT beg forgiveness, Gzr. I shall return shortly." 
Sick glanced over at the cell as he entered the confinement building. 


"Mr. Spock, this is really getting out of hand. Can't you do something 
about him?" The guard took the computer card from the Vulcan as he spoke. 


"T shall attempt to do so," Spock said, turning to the cell. "Captain?" 
"This is getting to be a habit, Spock." 


Again they left together. Kirk's shoulders had a noticeable slump. 
"This time, Spock, what this time?" 


"It appears you made improper advances to the owner's wife at the 
tavern," 


71 


72 


"That woman was Hajee's wife?" 


"Yes, Captain. Now, please try not to look for any more trouble," 
Spock pleaded. 


"Believe me, Spock, I haven't been looking to get into trouble." 
"That is what worries me." 
"Worries you?" 


"Yes, Jim. Worries me. What would happen if you set your mind to look 
for trouble?" 


"Don't think about it. Now, go." Kirk tilted his head toward the 
archway. "This time nothing can go wrong," he finished. 


"IT wish I could believe that, Jim." And the Vulcan was gone again. 

Kirk slowly walked to the far corner of the room and stood leaning one 
shoulder against the wall, arms folded across his chest. He wouldn't look at 
anyone. He wouldn't talk to anyone. He wouldn't do anything. 


He felt a tap on his shoulder and, turning, looked right at the same 
two men. This 44n't posscble.. ! 


"Gentlemen, couldn't we please talk to Mr. Spock about settling up 
without all the trouble of going to the jail and waiting for him to bail me 
out again?" he pleaded. 

Without a reply, he was marched back to his cell. 

When Spock appeared next, he merely shook his head at his friend. 

"Jim, I do not believe this," he stated simply. 


"Don't bother to tell me," Kirk covered his face. 


"Bad enough to be charged with loitering but to compound it with 
resisting arrest..." 


"Who resisted? Oh, never mind," he looked over at Spock. "Something 
else?" 


"Trying to bribe two officers to escape confinement," Spock added. 


"Bribe? Me?" Kirk shook his head. He couldn't believe what he was 
hearing. 


Spock paid the accumulation of fines and the cell door was opened 
again. 


"Not this time, Spock. I'm staying right here 'til you get through 
your meeting. I will not be the cause of any more interruptions to your 
negotiations. Besides, it's cheaper for me to stay where I am. Also, it's 


less tiring. Do you know how many times I've been back and forth across 
that street?" Kirk asked. 


"The same number of times I have, Jim." 

"Oh," he responded sheepishly, "that's right. Well, go do what you 
have to. Iwill be right here when you are ready to leave," Kirk stood his 
ground. 


"Not allowed, Earther," the man behind the platform boomed out. 


"May I ask why?" Kirk was cautious. Maybe questions weren't allowed 
either. 


"These cells are only for arrested personnel. Your fine has been paid. 


You are no longer arrested personnel. You must leave," the man answered. 


"You've got to be kidding. If I leave here, the whole cycle will 
start up again. Let me stay. I'l] pay..." 


"Captain!" Spock intervened. 

"Bribe?" Kirk asked. The Vulcan nodded, 

"What if I went back to the shuttlecraft and waited there?" 

"Not allowed," the voice boomed out again, 

"Damn it! What is allowed?" 

"Captain," Spock started again. 

"Profanity?" The Vulcan nodded. 

"Jim, the various landing crafts are maintained in individual bays. 
The atmosphere in those small confining bays would not be very appealing," 
he explained. 

"And this ¢s appealing?!" Kirk raised his hands to indicate his cell. 

"Captain," Spock held up his hand, 

"Don't tell me. Raising my voice?" 

"No. Speaking disrespectfully of Deveroux." 


"Oh, good grief," he hesitated. "That's not profanity," he added 
quickly. 


"Out, Earther," the man pointed toward the street. 


"Yes, sir," Kirk said meekly and followed Spock outside, almost afraid 
to move or speak. 


"Mr. Spock," Kirk rested his hand on Spock's arm. "There must be some- 
place, somewhere I can wait without creating a problem." 
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Spock pondered for a moment, so Kirk continued. "In the middle of the 
street?" 


"Obstructing traffic." 

"Sitting on the curbing? Hmmm, don't tell me. Loitering again?" 
The Vulcan nodded. 

"How about sitting in the park?" 

"Soliciting." 


Kirk shook his head. "There must be some place. How about sitting on 
the ground, in the park, with the birds?" 


"Endangering the wildlife." 


Kirk looked over Spock's shoulder and could see Hajee and his wife, the 
other customers in the tavern including a man Kirk didn't recognize and 
surmised to be Gzr, all grouped around the door and windows. They appeared 
to be hiding while at the same time trying to see and hear what was going on 
between himself and Spock. Many were laughing, others held their hands over 
their mouths concealing laughter. Looking back toward the jail, Kirk could 
see his jailor and the two arresting officers also crowding around the door, 
trying to suppress laughter as well. 


Kirk's mind was racing. What the devil 4s going on? He squared his 
shoulders and, raising his head, placed his hands on his hips. An idea was 
rapidly forming. 


"Mr. Spock," the authority was back in his voice, though the corners of 
his mouth were curiously uplifted. 


"Yes, Captain," Spock said, his face totally deadpan. 

"T have the distinct feeling I have been set up," Kirk started. 

"Set up, Captain?" A questioning look, eyebrow raised. 

"Yes, Mr. Spock. Set up. Me. I find myself in the presence of 
masters of the practical joke. Right?" Kirk began to chuckle and the 
townspeople poured out the buildings and crowded around the two men in the 
street. 

"You're not angry, Captain?" Spock asked. 

"Angry? On the contrary. All of you really had me going. Although 
now that I think back over it, I wonder why I took so long to tumble to 
it," Kirk laughed as he shook hands with the men. 

"Tumble-to-it?" Spock tilted his head in question. 


"Yes, you know. Catch on." 


"Hmmm, you might have said so. At any rate, I'm glad you...tumbled to 
it when you did. I was running out of crimes." 


"Then this whole trip has been one elaborate joke and all on me," Kirk 
continued to smile. 


"Not entirely, Jim. Gzr requested certain changes in the wording of 
the Federation agreement, and I met with him to pick up the corrected and 
Signed documents. They've already been returned to the Enterprise. 


"Captain...dim, maybe you would understand better if I told you the 
second name for this place," Spock admitted. 


Kirk began to beam with recognition and touched Spock's arm again. 
"Don't tell me. Let me guess. This is Neptunian." 


"Correct. Most astute of you. When I realized our star-mapping would 
bring us into this quadrant, I checked through your service record and 
discovered you had never been here before. Therefore, you were never 
initiated into the Neptunian Circle," Spock confessed. "When the message 
came through to pick up the documents from Gzr, I saw the perfect opportun- 
ity to 'set you up,' I believe is the term you used." 


"T must admit that you were certainly a good sport, Captain Kirk." 
Hajee stepped forward. "Now, would you please join us for the feast in 
honor of your membership into our Neptunian Circle?” 


"Hajee, I shall be delighted." 
Kirk, Spock, and Hajee followed the others toward the tavern. 


"Captain, I believe there was a similar type ceremony on Earth many 
years ago. Something about King Neptune?" 


"Yes, Spock, there was. Notice even the similarity in names. It was a 
rather elaborate ceremony to initiate passengers of cruise ships when they 
crossed the equator for the first time." 


"Forgive us our childlike pranks, but what started out many years ago 
as a sham to take the pompous starch out of some of the commanding officers 
who would arrive here with their demands, their orders, their airs, has now 
turned into a ritual for anyone entering this part of the galaxy. Some 
people have had peculiar reactions when they found out the truth, that they 
have been fooled." Hajee shook his head. 


"Some people have no sense of humor, Hajee." 

"You are certain you are not upset at the deception, Jim?" Spock asked. 

"T wouldn't have missed it for the world. Besides, I was the one that 
said I was bored. Come on, let's enjoy ourselves." Kirk led the way into 


the tavern. 


At the first table inside the door, he found McCoy and Scott holding 
large goblets of the honey~colored liquor. 
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"Jim, if you could have seen your face!" McCoy slapped his knee, laugh- 
ing, spilling some of his drink on the floor. 


"You saw?" Kirk was shocked. 


"Everything, Captain. We arrived here just before you did," Scott 
filled in. 


"Really," Kirk's face appeared serious. "Mr. Spock, would that be 
considered being AWOL?" 


"Possibly. Here, Captain, this is for you. Something to remember this 
day by," and Spock handed him a package, flat and about ten inches square. 


"But first, a toast." Hajee handed the captain a large goblet of 
liquor. "To the newest member of the Neptunian Circle and I must say, a 
damn good sport...JIM KIRK!" 


"Thank you one and all," Kirk responded, enjoying the celebration. 


Sac drinks later when the party had settled down to a less hectic 
level, Kirk suddenly remembered the package. Finding it under the debris on 
the table, he began to unwrap the brown paper. It was a sign, like one might 
find over a doorway. Kirk read it in a low whisper: MEMBER, NEPTUNIAN 
CIRCLE. FROM THE FUN CAPITAL OF THE GALAXY. 


With the sign was a copy of his ‘arrest record' and a bill for the 
fines paid in his behalf. Kirk was having great difficulty reading the 
arrest record: his eyes refused to focus properly. Thinking back through 
the 'so-called' charges against him, he started laughing. What an 
impressive entry that would be if added to his personnel file at Starfleet! 
His laugnter continued and he reached for his chair. Attempting to sit 
down, he misjudged the position and he and the chair crashed to the floor in 
a tangle of legs, human and otherwise. Still laughing, he wiped at the 
tears on his cheeks, startled by his abrupt fall from grace. Rubbing at the 
seat of his bruised dignity, he felt a tap on his shoulder. Kirk looked up 
to see the two arresting officers. 


"You're under arrest," one of the men stated. 


Trying to control his laughter, Kirk attempted to get to his feet 
unassisted. 


"On...what...(burp)...'cuse me...charge?" 


"Drunk and disorderly." 
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Star Feuer 


3 must gn back tn the stare again, 

on that endless vacuum ride; 
And all 3 agk ta a starahin, 

and that Vulcan by my astaoe; 
Ano weluet space, a atar-astremn path, 

and a new planet bound; 
And galaxtes spin and quaseres pulse, 

and tinfintte atuersity found. 


3 must gn back tn the atarea again, 
fur Antares calls me there; 
A faraway atar, tt beckons to me, 
asp 3 stand tn the conl night atr; 
And all 3 ask ta my old crew hack, 
and the center seat agatn; 
For J’ue always knawn, that's where 3 belong, 
3 and my Vulcan friena. 


3 must go back tn the stare again, 

tu the life that 3 love an well; 
Gn the Ltutng rocks and the Inving clouds, 

and the places where they oadwell; 
And all 3 agk ta a captatn’s luck, 

and the Enterprise at my command; 
And to gn nowhere J’ue gone before, 

nor any ofher man. 


~- Kart flasoner 


Mith no apologies ta dokn Masefield -- just thankst 
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Ya’ 
ACF The Ligbt In The Darkness 


the One... 
needing the Two, 
having purpose rarely thought 


Yet the beacon shines 

to lead home the Two: 

"Don't destroy the one... " 
Can't hokd... 

swaying into two sets of arms 


that reach out 
to ease the frail form to rest 


so silent, so still... 


wisps of brown hair fal] 
dissarrayed over the lined brow 


lips tighten with pain 


‘ sightless eyes strain... 


Jim... ? 
Spock...? 


Don't... Leave me... 


& 


the Two... 
needing the One 


So easy, 

to let duty claim all being; 
seeing the pain in each other, 
but never in each self. 


Without a guide... 


Bones ! 


A stinging wetness 
fills eyes that would sparkle, 


An aching lump 
blocks a throat 
whose voice was wont to tease. 


. Bones? 


warm hands enfold the limp, chill fingers 


as slender fingers reach up, 
lightly stroking the pale cheek 


and life, so tenuous 
beats faintly against Spock's thin palm 


We ane here, 


.o. Don't Leave us. 


-- Kathryn Moore 
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Sonnel-Numter One 


Alone at Last; we've finally found the time 
Fon awkwardness. The crisis over, now 

We have to face the pain, the stretched-thin Line 
04 understanding - silent, broken vows, 

I was afraid, who chained to be 40 free, 

To know the Love, you held out to my souk. 

T onky saw emotion's tyranny 

And nan to Logic, discipline my goal, 

But now this... simple feeling, and your touch 
Have Led me back, destroyed the fragile Lie 

T told mysekf. Can you forgive s0 much? 
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Sa me ee 


iy. Fg. 
NFINTOONIN NINN NIEYNTNNLONII NTE 


T see your pain, your fear, the question - why? 
T've Learned my twth, but paid a heavy cost, 
Tf, from my fear, the tust we had is Lost, 


ge ‘gi Pa 


Barbara L. Storey 








Reprinted, with permission, from NOME #4 
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MORNING 


Marion McChesney 


Masic filled the darkened room. The Captain of the Enterprise sat curled 
up on the sofa in his quarters, and let himself drift with the glorious sound 
of the Polish Symphony. Whenever he was troubled he shut himself away from the 
sounds of people, and let the beauty of Tchaikovsky wash over him. The effect 
of the dark room made the music a part of him. Everything could be forgotten 
in the experience and when it ended, somehow he felt calmer, more at peace 
with himself and with the universe. Music seemed to do for him what meditation 
did for Spock. 


The mission just completed had been difficult, the most difficult that Kirk 
had had to deal with in quite some time. In transporting the Klingon ambassador 
to Babel for the peace conference, the ship had been attacked by an unidentified 
vessel. Two crewmen had been killed and the ship damaged before the attacking 
ship could be destroyed. The ambassador had been of the opinion that it had 
been a rival political faction within the Klingon Empire which had sent the 
attackers. They did not want peace with the Federation. 


Kirk had never been able to reconcile himself to the loss of even a single 
crewman and this time was no different. Monroe and Norton's deaths had weighed 
heavily on his mind for the past two days. He felt responsible somehow, though 
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there was nothing he could have done which would have prevented it. He felt 
the need to be alone for a while and since they were enroute to a space dock 
for repairs, there was no pressing need for his presence on the bridge. He 
could relax and sort out any doubts that remained. The last strains of music 
faded away just as the buzzer sounded. 


"Come." Kirk moved to put on the lights. 


The door slid open and McCoy entered, carrying a tray with a bottle and 
two glasses. "I thought you might like one of my specialties." The Doctor 
sat the tray on the desk. 


"You must have been reading my mind, Bones," Kirk replied with a grin. 


McCoy sat down opposite the Captain and poured the brandy, handing one 
to Kirk. He leaned back in his chair and relaxed, scanning the man in front 
of him. He knew Kirk well. Everytime time a man was lost, Kirk seemed to 
withdraw within himself for a few days. Fortunately, he also possessed a 
remarkable resilency, always bouncing back. 


"You're not still blaming yourself, are you Jim?" 


Kirk reached over, patting his friend on the shoulder. ''No, it's just 
that it's so hard to lose them. They were so young. This was Monroe's first 
tour of duty." 


Kirk seemed to question every decision he had to make, but it apparently 
did not interfere with the performance of his job. 


McCoy decided that it was time to change the subject, and brought up 
something he knew was on everyone's mind these days. 


"What do you plan to do with your shore leave? It isn't often we get 
two weeks at a place as nice as Starbase Ten." 


Mention of shore leave brought a broad smile to Kirk's face. "I had 
thought of going on a camping trip." 


"Camping? I wouldn't have thought that was your style." McCoy was obviously 
suprised. 


"There are a few things about me you don't know, Doctor. As children, 
my brother Sam and I used to go camping together a lot. It's been a long time 
and I happen to know that Starbase Ten has the best camping reserve in this 
quadrant." He paused, eyes gleaming. "I thought I'd arrange for a few horses 
and just take off into the hills." 

"A few horses? You can only ride one at a time, you know," 
a hint 6f suspicion in his voice. 


replied McCoy, 


"Well, Doctor, if you're real good, I just may invite you to go along. 


You and Spock." Kirk was enjoying the Doctor's discomfort. He knew that the 
last thing in the world that McCoy wanted to do was go camping. 


"You couldn't get me on a horse if you paid me ten years salary as a bonus. 


I don't trust them." 


Kirk was highly amused. "Don't tell me you're afraid of them, Bones?" 
he teased. 


McCoy was indtgnant at the suggestion, but after a moment decided that 
discretion was not the better part of valor. "You're darn tootin I am, Captain 
Sis" 


Kirk laughed and reached for his glass. It slipped from his fingers and 
fell to the floor. "Damn," he said, irritated at himself. 


"Getting clumsy in your old age, hey Jim?" McCoy let a wide grin spread 
across his face. 


"Very funny." 


The intercom sounded. Kirk reached over and flipped the switch. "Kirk 
here." 


Uhura spoke from the screen. "Captain, I'm receiving a message from 
Starfleet Command." 


"Pipe it down here." 


Commodore Barstow appeared on the screen. "Captain Kirk, I'm afraid your 
date in space dock will have to be postponed. You are to proceed to Rigel II 
and pick up a Nils Barris, and deliver him to Vulcan as the new Federation 
ambassador. Barstow out." 


"View off," said Kirk. He sat staring at the blank screen, stunned, 
remembering the last time he'd run into Barris. It was during the Sherman's 
Planet affair two years ago. Barris had been a man extremely difficult to 


get along with, filled as he was with an exaggerated sense of his own importance. 


McCoy watched, expecting the Captain to explode because the crew would 
have to wait once more for shore leave. Then, to the Doctor's amazement, Kirk 
launched into a gale of laughter, tears rolling down his cheeks. 


McCoy was fascinated. He thought Kirk had gone crazy. Personally he didn't 
think the news of Barris’ appointment was very funny. 


Kirk's laughter gradually subsided and he wiped the tears from his eyes. 
"Sorry Bones, but it suddenly struck me as ludicrous that that overbearing, 
pompous jackass is the new ambassador to Vulcan." He thought about it for 
a moment and his eyes lit with anticipation. "Wonder what Spock will have 
to say about this." His grin spread. "I'll tell him right now. He's been 
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off duty all morning and probably hasn't heard." He started to rise from his 
chair, but a wave of dizziness came over him and he sat back down. 


McCoy noticed. "Anything wrong?" he asked, concerned. 


"Of course not," Kirk replied. "It's just that I laughed so hard I made 
myself lightheaded. I'm fine," he reassured the Doctor. 


"You're sure?" 


"Positive, Bones. Don't be a nag," insisted Kirk. 
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Tre Captain was right about Spock's reaction. While the Vulcan didn't 
say anything, or give any outward sign, except for an arched eyebrow, Kirk 
knew that inwardly his friend was puzzled. 


The trip to Rigel II was uneventful. The crew was naturally disappointed, 
but they were mostly veterans and had learned to take things as they came. 
If nothing else, Kirk was looking forward to the visit to Vulcan. Spock had 
promised to show him his world if ever they were there with enough time to 
spare. Their last visit on the occassion of Spock's aborted marriage had been 
all too short. When he brought up the subject, he discovered that Spock had 
already contacted Sarek and Amanda telling them to expect a guest for about 
a week. The ship would be in orbit at least that long, in order to satisfy 
all the diplomatic functions that would have to be attended, as well as the 
formal turning over ceremony at the embassy. 


"Approaching planet." Sulu looked up from his screen. 
"Standard orbit," Kirk ordered. 


Uhura turned from her station, hand on her earpiece. '"Transportor control 
reports that Mr. Barris and his party are ready to beam up." 


"Have them stand by," replied Kirk. He pushed himself up from his seat, 
feeling strangely fatigued. He was not eager for the ordeal of meetimg Barris, 
but there was no choice. As Captain of the Enterprise, welcoming visiting 
dignitaries on board was part of his job, a part he did not particularly like. 
He sighed audibly, then turned to the science station. 

"Well, Mr. Spock, care to join me in the transportor room?" 


The expression on Spock's face seemed to ask, 'must I1?' "Of course, 


Captain." 


Enief Kyle was on duty, and waiting for them to arrive before he activated 
the controls. Kirk and Spock stood beside the console as the mechanism was 


activated. As they watched,two life forms materialized on the platform. Nils 
Barris stepped down, holding the hand of a lovely black-haired Vulcan woman. 


The ambassador nodded, then turned to the woman at his side. "Captain, 
Mr. Spock, may I present my wife, T'Kai." 


Spock was visibly startled and one eyebrow arched characteristicallys: 
After a momentary pause, he raised his hand in the Vulcan salute. 


"We come to serve." 


If Spock had been startled, Kirk was absolutely floored, but he didn't 
forget his manners. He smiled and welcomed them on board, watching Barris 
carefully. The change in the man was amazing. He seemed self-assured, respectful, 
even dignified, not at all the man that Kirk remembered. The suprise made 
him forget how tired he had been only a few minutes before. 
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At dinner that first night, Kirk had a chance to study the woman whom 
Barris had married. Like most Vulcans, she did not make small talk, speaking 
only when there was something to say. Nevertheless, she impressed Kirk. One 
of the reasons for Barris' appointment no doubt had been his wife. 


The trip turned out to be a welcome suprise, for now Kirk didn't have 
to try inventing ways to avoid Barris. Time seemed to fly, and all too soon 
they were approaching Vulcan. Kirk and Spock escorted the ambassador and his 
wife to the transporter room, and watched as they beamed down to the welcoming 
reception committee. Then after turning over the ship to Commander Scott, 
with orders to authorize shore leave for all off duty personnel, Kirk, Spock, 
and McCoy transported down, materializing in front of Spock's family home. 
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As the shimmering stopped, McCoy turned to gaze at the mountains in the 
distance. Kirk's knees gave way, and he stumbled. Spock reached out, preventing 
him from falling, his eyes questioning. Kirk shook his head, silently letting 
the Vulcan know that he was all right. Then McCoy turned and grabbed Kirk's 
arm. 


"Jim, look over there!" His voice was excited, as he drew the Captain's 
attention to a herd of deer-like animals passing nearby. 


As the two humans stared at the scene, Spock covertly watched Kirk, but 
the Captain seemed all right and he dismissed his concern. 


The house was a one story sprawling white stone building, totally devoid 
of ornamentation, yet it seemed to draw the eye. It was lined in front with 
a type of bush resembling evergreen. 


Sarek and Amanda stepped forward to greet them and escorted them inside. 


They entered through an arched doorway. The interior was sparsely furnished, 
with very little wall decoration. 
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The only room that seemed even the least bit cluttered was Amanda's study. 
It was the one room she allowed to be completely hers. Even Sarek did not 
enter there without permission. It had been a long time since she'd had visitors 
from Earth, and she enjoyed showing Kirk around while Spock and Doctor McCoy 
talked with her husband in his study. 


Her room was filled with memorabilia, books, papers, portraits of family 
and friends. There was one picture in particular that caught the Captain's 
eye. It was of a small boy, perhaps eight years old, dwarfed by the immense 
size of the animal he was hugging. Amanda noticed his glance and smiled. 


"That's Spock. The animal he has a stranglehold on was his pet sehlat, 
I'Chaya. They were inseparable. When the poor thing died, Spock was devastated." 
She handed the picture to him for a better look. 


Kirk took it gingerly. Such a solemn expression for such a smakl boy. 
Wish T'd known htm then. He held it out to Amanda and it slipped from his 
fingers, falling to the floor. The glass broke. Kirk's face turned red from 
embarrassment. As he bent to pick up the pieces, he looked up at Amanda, and 
stumbling over his words, tried to apologize. 


She smiled, assuring him that no harm was done, only the glass had broken 
and that was easily replaced. 


Despite Amarida's assurance, Kirk felt foolish. He couldn't understand 
how he had been so careless. He apologized a second time and would have a 
third, had not Amanda put a finger to his lips, silencing him. 


"Please, Captain. There is no need to keep saying you're sorry. It's 
all right." Then she turned, guiding him to the terrace in the rear of the 
house, showing him her garden, filled with flowering cactii of all kinds. 


Looking back on the day's events later that night, Kirk reflected that 
it had been one of the most enjoyable times he'd had in a long while. 
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Fre next week was a busy one. Doctor McCoy spent most of the days at 
the medical center in the nearby town observing Vulcan surgical techniques. 
Kirk and Spock spent the time with Sarek and Amanda, or exploring the surrounding 
countryside. In the evenings, there were a myriad of activities, all diplomatic, 
which they were required to attend. It was the one part of his job that Kirk 
found boring. Social niceties were not his forte. He was sorry, however, 
when their time on Vulcan drew to a close, for he had come to admire his friend's 
parents and enjoyed their company. 


Kirk and McCoy beamed back to the ship first, leaving Spock to say his 
farewells privately. Before the Captain left, Amanda had given him a small 
package wrapped in plain brown paper, instructing him to open it later. He 
placed it on his desk upon returning, and went to the bridge. It was some 
time later, and he was just about to go to bed when he remembered it. Opening 
the package, he found the picture of Spock that he had seen on the shelf in 


Amanda's room. There was a note. "Jim, I have had the glass repaired. Please 
accept this with my best wishes, and gratitude for what you have done for my 
son. Amanda." 


Kirk smiled and placed it gently on the shelf behind his bed. 
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Fiartieet Command, having deemed the week on Vulcan sufficient leave time 
for them, ordered the Enterprise to investigate a signal emanating from a 
planet in a relatively unexplored region of the galaxy. Even at warp speed 
ijt would take a few weeks to reach the area, and in the meantime, there was 
little to do besides routine details. Kirk was bored. He hadn't seen his 
Chief Medical Officer for days. The Doctor had been closeted for almost a 
week working on a pet research project. He would have been able to come up 
with some way to ally the boredom, but he was occupied. 


Kirk looked over at the science station, manned by Commander Spock, who 
at the moment was attempting to explain some of his programming to his new 
assistant. The young lieutenant was none too pleased to be on the receiving 
end of a long winded lecture. Kirk smiled. At Least Spock's stagh tan't bored. 
They're far too busy. Ever since they had received their new assignment, the 
Vulcan had busied himself with interminable inspections and equipment checks, 
and in the process, kept his people's minds too occupied to be bored. 


Yeoman Tamara approached from the direction of the engineering station, 
and handed Kirk a fuel consumption report. Suppressing a sigh, he signed it 
and handed it back to her. 


Spock had been watching the Captain, as he found himself doing a lot lately. 
There seemed to him that something was wrong, and he hadn't been able to put 
his finger on what it was. 


Kirk pushed himself wearily out of his seat and headed for the turbolift. 
"I'll be in my quarters, Spock," he said as the door slid shut. 


Thoughtfully, Spock stared after him. 
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Teick was lying on his bed, hands under his head, when the buzzer sounded 
later that night. "Come." 


The door slid open and Spock entered, chess board tucked neatly under 
his arm. "A game of chess, Captain?" He noticed the photograph above Kirk's 
head, but said nothing. Inwardly, he smiled. 


Kirk threw his legs over the side of the bed atid sat up. He wiped his 
face with his hands and took a deep breath. 


"Why not," he said. 
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Technically, Spock was a better player than the Captain, but that did 
not usually help him win. Kirk's rather unorthodox method of playing simply 
couldn't be predicted, and as a result Spock almost always lost. But not 
tonight. The Vulcan won two games in quick succession. The Captain played 
an amateur's game and several times knocked a piece off the board. Spock was 
becoming concerned, but his inquiries met with protests that there was nothing 
wrong. 

The next day on the bridge, Kirk was distracted. He had slept badly, 
and getting up in the middle of the night, had walked right into a wall, mistaking 
it for the door to the bathroom. As a result, he had a splitting headache. He 
spoke only when spoken to, and then in terse replies. When their respective 
shifts were over, Kirk went to his quarters, and Spock went to sickbay to talk 


with Doctor McCoy. 


He found the Doctor in the research lab, working on his latest project. 
McCoy was irritated at the interruption. 


"Well Spock, what is it? I'm busy now. These test can't wait. My specimens 
will spoil." 


"IT must speak with you about the Captain." 
"ITs something wrong?" 
"T'm not sure." 


McCoy peeled off his skintight gloves and motioned Spock to the office. 
They sat facing each other and the Doctor leaned forward. 


"Well, go ahead. What is it?" 


"Have you noticed anything odd about the Captain's behavior lately?" asked 
Spock. 


"In what way?" 

"He drops things." 

"So does everyone, occassionly." 

"That's not all. He stumbles easily, his co-ordination is off." 
McCoy frowned. "Anything else?" 


"He seemes...tired...it's hard to explain, Doctor. He denies anything 
is wrong. I wonder if you would look in on him." 


McCoy nodded. "He'll probably tell me nothing is wrong as well. Is he 
still on the bridge?" 


Spock shook his head. "No. He went to his quarters." 
"Fine. I'll go right now." 


Spock nodded his head in acknowledgment. "Thank you, Doctor," he said 
cuctly and left. 


McCoy cleaned up hurriedly, knowing that Spock was not one to cry wolf. 
If he felt something was wrong, then there probably was. ; 
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ov was sitting at his desk working on some reports. He hated doing 
them and usually put it off until the last minute. It was an indication of 
how slow things had been that he was actually getting them done ahead of time. 
The buzzer sounded and he looked up as the Doctor entered. 
"Something I can do for you, Bones?" asked Kirk. 


McCoy sat down, casually throwing his arm around the back of the chair. 
"Just felt like chatting for a bit." 


"I'm pretty busy, Bones. I really have to finish these reports." 
"Come on, Jim, a few minutes won't bring the universe to an end." 
Kirk smiled, and sat back. "You're right, of course. Besides, any excuse 


is a good excuse. I hate these damn things." He gestured to the papers on his 
desk. 


"How are you feeling, Jim? Anything bothering you lately?" asked McCoy 
offhandedly. 


Kirk leaned back in his chair. "No...nothing." 

"You're sure?" 

"What's going on?" Kirk moved to the edge of his seat. "First Spock, 
now you. I'm fine.There's nothing wrong. I'm just a little tired, that's all." 
He stodd. "All this inactivity, I guess." 

McCoy nodded, not completely convinced by Kirk's explanation. "Too 
much boredom, eh? Remember that, Captain, the next time we're in the middle 
of a crisis," he teased. "Nevertheless, I promised Spock I'd check you over." 


Kirk walked to the table and picked up a bottle. "Have a drink?" 


McCoy sighed. "Very well, but then we go to sickbay and I examine you. 
Is that clear?" 
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"Perfectly," said Kirk, as though he were humoring a child. 


He poured two drinks and reached out to pass one to McCoy. It shattered 
in his hand the pieces fell to the floor. Startled, he stared at them, then 
at his hand. Blood was streaming from his palm, beginning to drip onto the 
floor. He stood transfixed at the sight. 


McCoy stared in amazement. 'Jim, you didn't feel that, did you?" 


Kirk looked slowly from his hand to the Doctor in bewilderment. "No... 
I didn't." Frightened, a knot of fear gripped his stomach. 


McCoy went into the bathroom and returned with a clean towel, wrapping 
it around Kirk's hand. Though the wound was very deep, what really worried 
the Doctor was the the Captain had not felt anything, still did not feel anything. 


"That does it. No excuses. We're going to sickbay. First, I'll treat 
that hand and then you're getting a complete physical." 


Kirk let himself be led, too distracted and confused to argue. 
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NV ccoy put him through every test he could think of, but nothing showed 
up. The pain in Kirk's hand was throbbing now and his head was pounding.The 
Doctor gave him a sedative to ease the pain and enable him to sleep. He was 
worried about the apparent lack of sensation, and decided to do a brain scan. 
It was rare when this was neccessary, but all other tests had failed to disclose 
anything. 


A short time later, as Kirk slept, McCoy examined the resultant holographic 
photograph. There was a shadow present that should not be, so he did another 
scan to be sure, but it was there as well. McCoy shuddered, knowing that the 
findings indicated surgery would be neccessary. It wasn't going to be easy 
to tell Kirk, but in any case, there was no need to do so until morning. Might 
as well Let him sleep. 


Going to his quarters, the Doctor tried to rest. He knew he shouldn't 
be treating Kirk, he was much too close to him. But he wouldn't, couldn't let 
anyone else do it. His mind went over and over all the little things that 
could go wrong with surgery of this type. Though he felt the odds were very 
good, it was still major surgery, and there was so much that could happen. 
Especially, with the brain. We stc2Q know so Little about it. A laser cut 
that seemed to be right, if a centimeter off, could destroy a life. Fear 
sliced through him. He suddenly felt so very old. He worried over a thousand 
little details, almost forgetting that he had promised to let Spock know the 
results of the examination. Going to the intercom on his desk, he summoned 
the Vulcan to his cabin. Spock was at his door almost before the echo of his 
request had died. 


"T have the results now,” said McCoy. 


"Tell me," said Spock. 

"T've submitted him to a complete physical, including a brain scan. There 
is a shadow present. I suspect a brain tumor. He's sleeping now, and I 
haven't told him yet. I want you there when I do." 


Spock's voice registered a distinct quiver. "Is it operable?" 
"Yas ot 
"How soon will you do it?" 


McCoy considered. "As soon as possible, delay is dangerous. I'l] plan 
to operate tomorrow afternoon." 


"I will be there, Doctor, whenever you want," said Spock. "I appreciate 
your telling me. ‘Good night." The calm steady voice belied his racing emotions 
and feeling as though he were dying by inches, he turned, leaving quickly, 
before his composure crumpled, revealing to McCoy his fear. 


14 1 didn't know Spock better, I'd think I had just informed him that 
Jim had nothing more senrtous than a hangnark. 
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en went quickly to his quarters and when the door slid shut behind 
him, leaned against it, taking deep breaths in an’ attempt to calm himself. 
He spent most of the night in meditation, trying to compose his thoughts, but 
the nagging fear that consumed him would not pass. What's this going to do 
to Jim? When at last, he drifted off to sleep, his rest was plagued with dreams, 
nightmares in which his friend died, over and over again, each time more 
unpleasantly and painfully than the last. No matter how hard he tried, no 
matter the price he paid, he couldn't save him. When he awoke, he was bathed 
in sweat. It took all of the mind disciplines he'd acquired over the years 
to bring himself under some kind of control once again. To others, he would 
appear calm, but inside the fear remained. 
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Fre next morning, McCoy discovered that Kirk had gone back to his own 
cabin during the night, but then, he hadn't confined him to sickbay. Perhaps, 
At 48 best that way, to tek him there instead of in the sterile atmosphere 
of the stckbay. 


He signalled Spock to meet him on deck five and though McCoy was closer, 


the Vulcan was impatiently pacing the corridor in front of the Captain's quarters. 


He pushed the buzzer as soon as he saw the Doctor approaching. 
"Come," said a voice from within. 
Kirk was dressing when they entered. They waited in silence as he finished. 


The look on McCoy's face told Kirk that it wasn't good news. Finally, he was 
ready and they sat around the table. 
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Well Bones, what's the verdict?" Kirk tried to hide his apprehension. 


McCoy hesitated for an instant. His heart beat faster, and he swallowed 
the lump that had risen in his throat. 


"T've done all the tests," he said, then paused. 
"And?" 


McCoy bit his lower lip, cursing inwardly that he was present at this 
time, in this place. He wished he were elsewhere. 


"IT took a brain scan as well. There's a small tumor present." 
Kirk went white. Spock reached over, gripping his arm for support. 
"Malignant?" he asked, fearful of ‘the answer. 


McCoy shook his head slightly. "I don't know yet, but the odds are in 
your favor. I'd like to operate as soon as possible." 


"What happens if you don't operate?" asked Kirk. He had regained his 
camposure and wanted to be sure of all his options. 


For a moment McCoy thought that perhaps the Captain would object to the 
operation. "The symptoms would become progressively worse." 


"When do you want to do it?" asked Kirk. 
"This afternoon." 


Through it all, Spock had remained silent, eyes never leaving the Captain's 
face. 


Kirk turned to him. "What do you think, Spock?" 
"IT agree with the Doctor. Time is crucial." 


Kirk sighed. "Very well, Bones. I'm in your hands." He wouldn't admit 
it, but he was scared, really scared for the first time in his life. 
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Mecoy was scared too. It had been years since he had been this nervous 
about performing surgery. Determinedly,he forced it away and approached his 
friend with the cool skill of his profession. 


Spock waited anxiously in the outer office, as in the operating room, 
the surgical procedure began. 


McCoy and Nurse Chapel moved precisely and with considerable deftness 
at their jobs, conscious of the fact that even one slip of the laser could 


be fatal. When the brain had been exposed, the extent of the tumor was 
revealed. Looking up, McCoy saw Chapel's eyes on him, expectantly waiting, 
hoping for reassurance of what she could not see of the operation herself. 
He glanced away quickly before she could read the pain in his face. Without 
speaking he proceeded to remove as much of the tumor as possible. 


"We'll close now," he said finally, his tone offering no answers to the 
nurse's unasked questions. 


While the Captain was in the recovery room and Spock watched over him, 
the Doctor took a sample of the removed tissue to the lab. This test he 
insisted on doing himself. When the analysis had been completed, he had the 
scientific confirmation, yet he refused to believe what he had found. He 
double checked his tests and then the equipment itself, but there was no 
mistake. 


A wave of helplessness came over him and he slumped in a chair. Tears 
welled up in his eyes, but he blinked them back, for if he gave in, there'd 


be no end to them. He had to at least attempt to keep some kind of professional 


detachment. He felt useless; even with all his skill, his years of experience 
and training, there was nothing he could do to help the man who meant more 
to him than his own family. 


Spock kept a vigil by Kirk's bedside, watching his friend's chest rise 
and fall in even strokes. He'd seen Jim Kirk hurt before, seen him on the 
edge of death before, but always known that somehow he'd survive. But this 
time, the dreams of the night before remained with him, eating at his mind. 
So much a part of me. He can't die. He can't...perhaps the worst 48 over. 
The thought helped keep his grip on sanity. 


For McCoy, for all of them, the worst was just beginning, and the 
Doctor didn't know which was going to be more difficult - telling Spock, 
or the Captain. He stood quietly at the door of the recovery room and 
watched Spock for a moment. It had been only in the past two years that 
the Vulcan had started relating to people, and it was because of Kirk's 
influence. If Kirk died, McCoy worried what would also happen to Spock. 
Slowly, he moved into the room. 


Spock heard footsteps behind him and felt the slight pressure of a hand 
rest on his shoulder. He turned to see the physican, features set ina 
professional mask. Fear shot through him at the tragic look the Doctor's 
eyes could not conceal. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

McCoy paused for a moment. "I'd like to talk to you. In my office." 


The tone of the Doctor's voice heightened the fear. Taking a last look 


at Kirk. Spock rose and followed McCoy out the door and into the outer office. 


He seated himself, while the Doctor paced the floor. Finally he--asked,"You've 
completed the tests?" 
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McCoy spun sharply on his heels and faced Spock. He blurted it out almost 
angrily. "It was malignant." 


Not wanting to believe what he had heard, Spock asked him to repeat it. 


McCoy sank down into the chair opposite the Vulcan, staring him in the 
eye. "It was malignant." His voice was an anguished whisper. 


Spock sat stiffly, eyes focused straight ahead. "You must be mistaken, 
Doctor." 


McCoy shook his head. "No mistake." 


"Please run through your tests again. I'm sure you will find that there 
was an error," insisted Spock, trying to deny the truth. 


The Doctor closed his eyes wearily and when he opened them again, they 
were filled with compassion for the man across from him, but he couldn't offer 
any hope. 


"Spock... I even checked the equipment to make sure that it wasn't 
malfunctioning. I double checked my tests. There is no mistake...I'm sorry." 


Logic dictated that furthur denial was futile, but still he could not, 
would not accept it. Hope was illogical, but he seized upon it. "What are 
his chances?" 


McCoy hung his head. "There are some treatments to slow down the progess 
of the tumor's growth." He hesitated, lifting his eyes to meet the Vulcan's. 
"But that's all I can do." 


To Spock, McCoy's voice seemed to come from a distance. 


"Spock, try to understand. Brain cells do not regenerate, now you know 
that. In order to remove all of the growth and insure against a reoccurance, 
I would have to remove so much of the brain, that Jim would become a vegatable. 
Is that what you want?" 


Spock lowered his head. In a voice that was almost inaudible he said, 
"No." The room seemed to spin and turn a dull gray around him. All the 
nightmares had come true. He swallowed hard, fighting for control and closed 
his eyes. Part of him was dying and he was powerless to stop it. He steeled 
himself for what he had to ask. "How long?" 


McCoy stood and walked across the room. With his back to the Vulcan, 
his head lowered, he answered. "A year, at best." 


Spock clenched his fists. "How will it happen?" 
The Doctor had been lost in thought and shook his head to clear it. 


"There'll be none of the symptoms so far exhibited. That's the odd thing about 
this type of tumor. For the next few days, he'll experience some motor dysfunction, 


but that will pass and he'll be back as he always was. He'll be completely 
symptom free until just before the end. Then his vision will begin to fade 

and he'll fall into a sleep from which he simply will not wake up. There is 

a possibility of convusions then, but perhaps not. There'll be no pain. Thank 
God for that." The physician returned to his desk and seemed to crumple into 
his chair. "Spock, what am I going to do? How do I tell him? How do I tell 
Jim that he's dying?” 


Spock sat immobile, trying to make some sense of what he was hearing, 
but there was none. He tried to keep the pain from overwhelming him, but he 
could not find his voice, could not answer and his silence was evidence of 
the effect the Doctor's revelation had on him. 


McCoy continued. "How can I tell him? All he's ever really wanted was 
to sail the stars. When Starfleet finds out about this, they'll either assign 
him to a desk job for the time left, or discharge him outright. Either way, 
it'll kill him faster than the tumor. He'd sooner have someone point a phaser 
at him and fire. He's always been too vital a man to accept waiting around 
for a death sentence. 


The Doctor's pain filled eyes stared into Spock's. "Can you imagine what 
it will be like? Unable to plan on anything because he can't be sure tomorrow 
will be there. Alone - because dying is something nobody can really share." 


Spock tried to control his raging emotions. Aone - Jim would be alone. 
"T understand, Doctor, I understand all too well," he whispered, then, "I will 
tell him." 


McCoy stared at his hands. "I appreciate the offer, Spock, but it's my 


job. I'll need you there though. Jim will... " he trailed off, fascinated 
by his fingertips. "If only there were some way he didn't have to know." 
Spock seized hopefully at those words. '"Perhaps there is a way." He 


Slowly looked up at McCoy. 


The Doctor's attention was immediate and he focused on Spock, questioning. 
"What do you mean? He has to know." 


"Will knowing change anything? There'll be no danger to the ship and 
I'll be here to back him up. There is really no need to tell him the truth." 


McCoy sprang to his feet, towering over the seated Vulcan. "You're 
crazy. Do you know what you're suggesting? I'ma Doctor. I took an oath. 
I can't deliberately mislead a patient. Jim has a right to know." 


Spock's eyes flashed. "Does he, Doctor? A right to know he has no future. 


You said it yourself, loosing everything will kill him faster than the tumor. 
Is that what your Doctor's oath means?" 


The unjustified anger he had felt at Spock's suggestion fell from him 
and he sat down again, hands clasped in his lap. 
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"It's unethical, Spock. Jim is my patient," he said flatly. 


"And has not the truth been withheld from patients before? It's done 
all the time. You yourself have done it. You have also called Jim your friend." 


McCoy closed his eyes tightly. "That's not fair." 


"Fair?" Spock almost spat out the words. "What's fair about it? His 
life is being taken away. Is it fair to deny him the fullness of whatever 
time he has left?" 


Indecision flooded the Doctor's thoughts. "Do you realize the burden 
you'd be taking on?" 


Spock closed his eyes and his voice was tired. "Doctor, my burden 
begins the day we bury him." 


"If he found out we lied to him, he'd never forgive us." 
"Then it will be up to us to see that he does not find out.” 


McCoy ached for anything that would spare his friend the agony of waiting 
for the end, wondering if each sunset would be his last, but though he didn't 
realize it, he was sparing himself as well. 


"It's risky, you know. Falsifying official records is a court martial 
offense. If Starfleet Command should ever find out, we could be finished, 
our careers ruined." 


"Does that matter so much?" asked Spock. 


McCoy felt his throat tightening. He looked into Spock's eyes, reading 
the determination there. He'd always known that the Vulcan loved Kirk, but 
until this moment he had not realized just how much. To Spock he said," It'1] 
be hard, you know, facing him each day, knowing the truth and hiding it from 
him." 


"And what about Nurse Chapel?" Spock remembered. ''She assisted you in 
surgery. Does she know of the Captain's condition?" 


McCoy shook his head. "She didn't see the actual brain area and I wanted 
to do the biopsy before I told her what I found. Then I...called you first. 
She's a good nurse, but I think I can convince her that he's all right. People 
are usually anxious to hear what they want to belteve anyway." 


"And no one else on your staff knows?" 


"No one. I ran the tests myself - couldn't bear to hear it from someone 
else..." McCoy's voice shook. "Just you and me, Spock... he.. he wouldn't 
have wanted it be general knowledge. He probably wouldn't have even wanted 
you to know.. to know.. if it hadn't been necessary... 


"Agreed," acknowledged the Vulcan. 


McCoy reached out, clasping his friend's hand firmly, making ‘the decision. 
They held fast, taking consolation from each other's presence. 


NAR re AG 


Wren Kirk awoke the next morning, Nurse Chapel was sitting beside the 
bed. She smiled when she saw his eyes were open. 


"Good morning, Captain. How do you feel?" she asked as she checked the 
monitors over the bed. 


Kirk's throat was dry and his voice raspy. "Thirsty." 
"The standard response," she said,smiling. "I'm afraid you can't have 
any water yet." She reached into a receptacle on the table and brought up 
some cracked ice. Reaching toward Kirk, she placed some on his tongue. "Take 
this, it'll help," she said. Then she went to inform Doctor McCoy that his 
patient was conscéous. 


The Doctor returned with Spock at his side. In his best doctor-patient 
tone of voice he said, "Well, how are we today?" 


Kirk tried to lift himself on his elbow, but he was too weak and unable 
to make his body do what his mind directed. Falling back onto the pillow, he 
had to content himself with words. 


His voice slurred a little, but he managed to crack a joke. "We? I 
wasn't aware that you were sick too." 


"Very funny," said McCoy. 


Kirk looked intensely at Spock and then at the Doctor's eyes, searching 
for a sign that everything was all right. 


Spock and McCoy exchanged glances. This was the time, now or never. 


McCoy smiled at Kirk, though in his heart he was crying. "It was benign, 
Jim. We got it all out. However, just as a precaution. I want to put you 
on some medication," he lied. "But there's nothing to worry about and it 


won't affect your performance." 


McCoy had never lied to Kirk before, and he found that he had to work 
hard at keeping his voice steady. "For a few days, you may find some slight 
motor dysfunction, but that will disappear soon. You'll be as good as new." 


The sigh of relief Kirk gave was audible enough to be heard across the 
room, but he couldn't help but notice that Spock seemed distracted. "Anything 
wrong?" he asked. 
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Though Spock saw his friend seemingly healthy and perfectly all right 
lying insfront of him, in his mind's eye Jim Kirk was lying pale and still, 
eyes closed, dying. The sound of the Captain's voice jolted him back to reality. 
"No, nothing wrong. I'm just a bit fatigued." 


"And you admit it?" Kirk was suprised, for the Vulcan usually had to be 
forced into resting. 


"And well he should be," interjected McCoy. "He hasn't slept in two days. 
He spent all of last night sitting by your bed." 


Kirk grinned. "Trying to make yourself sick, too?" he asked in mock 
sternness, but his voice was tender. 


Spock pretended to look insulted. "Of course not. I merely stayed to 
see to it that Doctor McCoy did his job correctly." 


McCoy shot the Vulcan a warning look, but said nothing. 

"Now I can see that you are in no need of rescue, I will return to my 
duties." Spock started to leave and had taken a few steps when McCoy recovered 
his wits. 

"Hold it right there, Mister," he ordered. 


Spock came to a dead stop in suprise and turned. "What is it now, Doctor?" 


"You are not returning to duty. Oh, no. You're going to your quarters 
and get some sleep. That is not a request, that is a medical order." 


The First Officer looked to Kirk for help, but the Captain had drifted 
off to sleep. Spock shrugged his shoulders. 


"Very well, Doctor." Then he left. 


McCoy checked the monitors over the Captain's bed once again, and satisfied 
with what he saw, allowed himself to relax a little. Kirk opened his eyes. 


The Doctor smiled down at him for a moment, then turned serious. "I want 
you to lie quietly. No undue exertion. You may have visitors later." 


"How long do I have to stay here?" 


"Well now, that depends on you. If you cooperate and do as you're told, 
you'll be back on duty in a week. Otherwise..." 


Weakly, Kirk put a hand in mock defeat. "I'll be good, I'll be good." 


"Sure you will," replied McCoy with a grin," and I believe in the good 
fairy too." 


In his quarters, Spock lay awake, wondering how he was going to get through 
the ordeal ahead. I must accept it. It 46 ikhogical to deny it...to refuse 
to face reality. Logic dictates T must... T must resign mysels to the death 
of one who has become more than a brother. The human heart he taught me to 
accept cnies for him, and for mysels, and what I wih be..zewhen he s.. gone. 


His thoughts were jumbled, confused. If the deception were to be successful, 
then no hint of what he felt, what he feared must be externalized. He had 
to find a way to control his fears. Suddenly, the enormity of the situation 
gripped him and he began to shake. He rose and walked to the firepot in the 
corner of his room. Closing his eyes, he focused his thoughts on a time when 
as a child, his father first taught him the precepts of meditatéan and how 
it could help control emotion. Slowly step by step, he went through the 
procedures as though he were still a child. It did not help. 


NAA 


Yn the months that followed Spock found himself becoming increasingly 
protective of Kirk. He realized what he was doing, but was unable to stop. 
At times, emotions damned for so long, threatened to overwhelm him, forcing 
him to retreat to his quarters for meditation in an attempt to maintain control. 
It became more difficult each day that passed. 


His relationship with McCoy underwent a change. Their shared secret drew 
them closer, bringing them to a new understanding of each other. Spock felt 
keenly McCoy's deep hurt at being unable to help his friend, of having to just 
stand by. He knew that the Doctor was worried about him as well and tried 
to allay his fears. 


Spock seemed to acquire a new softness, seeming to have at last come to 
terms with his dual nature. He maintained his shields however, for the 
approaching tragedy threatened to drown him. 


Day by day, he grew closer to his friend. The unspoken bond between them 
was such that they could almost anticipate each other's thoughts and actions. 
But as Spock watched Kirk's life slowly draw to a close, he died each day a 
little. Six months later the Enterprise was finally headed for orbital repairs 
at Starbase Ten and a two week leave for all personnel. The ship would be 
locked in orbit and a maintainence crew beamed up. A few of the regular crew 
would remain. As Kirk, Spock, and McCoy stepped to the transportor platform, 
the Captain continued his campaign to overcome the Scotsman's reluctance to 
leave his engines in the hands of someone else. He was still trying to persuade 
Scott to come along when the transportor was activated and the shimmmering 
effect began, cutting off his words. Scott smiled as they disappeared and 
then went back to his 'bairns'. 


PV Aa AS 


Fre three men materialized on the outskirts of the town, near the main 
entrance to the reserve. They were greeted by the ranger, Mr. Clark. He 
stepped forward and extended his hand. "Gentlemen, I've been expecting you. 

I have your gear and horses ready. I trust you are cognizant of the regulations 
concerning camping here?" 
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"Yes, of course," replied Kirk earnestly, impatient to get started. 
Weapons are only for defense." Spock and McCoy exchanged tolerant glances, 
accepting their friend's enthusiasm. 


A short time later, they were on their way. 


They rode in silence for most of the afternoon, enjoying the scenery. 
It was a beautiful day, hardly a cloud in. thessky, the air crisp and clear. 
In the distance they could hear the sound of animals at feeding time. 


McCoy watched an eagle soar high over the distant hills. Quiet surrounded 
them and the Doctor found that he could take the time to appreciate the simple 
beauty of a bird in flight. So beautiful...graceful. They spend thein Lives 
din (hight, and when they can no Longer spread their wings against the sky, 
they die. Ina way, Jim 4s Like that bind. A winged creature who Lived only 
for the. glory of fright. He felt a lump rise in his throat. There were so 
few pleasant moments these days when he felt that he had time for anything. 

Kirk was riding ahead of him, and he watched his friend sitting tall and straight, 
as though he were a part of the animal he rode. The time goes so surptly. 
Soon 44 wikl ak be gone. 


Kirk and Spock rode side by side, not speaking for the most part. Words 
had become unneccessary for the two men. They had no need to speak, their 
knowledge of each other was so great, their friendship so close that words 
were redundant. 


As they rode further into the hills, and the shadows lengthened, they 
began to look for a good campsite. They finally chose a place ona cliff 
overlooking a valley, beyond which were mountains as far as the eye could see. 


Spock had brought his lyre along and after dinner, began to play. The 
strains of the music floated through the night air, echoing back to them. It 
had a relaxing effect and soon Kirk and McCoy were singing along. They didn't 
know many Vulcan songs, but Spock had a rather extensive knowledge of old 
Earth folk music and soon they had an old fashioned songfest going. 


When Spock awoke the next morning, the sun had not yet risen. He laid 
on the hard ground facing Kirk, watching him sleep. A lock of hair had fallen 
over one eye, and an intense grief washed through the Vulcan. He reached out 
a hand and gently brushed Kirk's hair from his face, then softly traced a line 
down the cheek. The human stirred in his sleep. Unwanted tears stung the 
Vulcan's eyes and he blinked them back, composing himself for the day ahead. 


When. the first signs of the dawn came, he awakened the others, not wanting 
them to miss the sunrise. As they watched, the golden orb that was the sun 
rose over the mountains creating a kaleidoscope of colors in the sky, and 
shadows on the land that left them speechless. 


Kirk felt completely at peace. He thought to himself that if he had the 
power to stop time in its tracks, this would be the time. 
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Their vacation seemed to pass in a haze, one day sliding calmly into the 
next. They spoke rarely during the day, content to just ride, explore the 
countryside, and be together. At fireside in the evenings, they talked about 
past events and future dreams or told tall stories. Paul Bunyon and his giant 
blue bull was a favorite of Kirk's. He had been raised on them, and found 
the art of telling a tall story fascinating. He and McCoy vied with each other 
to tell the most outlandish stories, while Spock watched and listened, fascinated. 


But each time the Captain began to talk about the future, they tried to 
steer the conversation in another direction, for it hurt to hear him tell of 
his hopes and the plans he'd made. He had it so very carefully worked out, 
what he would do after retirement. 


"Yes sir, when I retire, say in about 60 or so years, I know just where 
I'm going and what I'm going to do," said Kirk. "Now how many people do you 
know who can say that?" 


"Not many," acknowledged McCoy. 


"Ever driven down the coast highway between Los Angeles and San Francisco?" 
"Can't say that I have." 


Kirk sat up, pulling his legs to his chest and wrapped his arms around 
them. There's a place there called Big Sur. One of the most beautiful coast- 
lines on Earth. I bought a house on the ocean there years ago." 


Spock had been watching the Captain's face as he talked about his plans. 
In another time, Kirk would have been a sailor, for he loved the sea. He 
wondered momentarily if they were fight in not telling him, for they were in 
fact cheating him out of doing the things he wanted to do later in life. If 
he knew the truth, he might yet be able to do some of them. It was a line 
of thought that could be maddening, but a course of action had been decided 
upon and once done, there was no turning back. I's too Late now for negnets. 
His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Kirk's voice. 


"Spock, are you all right?" He had noticed that the Vulcan seemed distracted. 
Spock put his doubts aside. "Quite all right. I was just thinking." 
Kirkk grinned. "About anything in particular?" 


The Vulcan shook his head. "Just that it has been a very enjoyable jeave. 
A pity it ends soon." 


Kirk was suprised. It wasn't like Spock to admit to enjoying anything 
and to profess a wish that it continue was unheard of. 


"Emotion, Spock?" McCoy grinned from ear to ear. 


The First Officer arched his eyebrows and inclined his head. "It would 
be illogicial to deny the feeling, even for a Vulcan." 


Kirk was pleased at the exchange. It wasn't much of a battle of wits, 
but it would do until something better came along. He couldn't quite put his 
finger on when it had happened or why, but he had noticed recently that they 
no longer engaged in the back and forth bantering they used to. He missed it, 
for he had enjoyed playing the referee. Several times he had even tried to 
provoke them, but it was no use. They couldn't be baited. He didn't understand 
Tt 


That evening had a special quality to it. The stars shone even more 
brightly, more beautifully than usual. The three friends lay on their backs 
on the soft earth and watched the sky, picking out the constellations. Spock 
knew the legends behind the naming of each one and was not reluctant to 
expound on the subject. They talked of making this kind of trip again. 


OVA Ss AAG 


Fre next few days went swiftly, too swiftly. While Spock and McCoy packed 
up the camping equipment for the last time, the Captain explored a cave he 
had found the night before. It was an immensely deep cave with walls that 
were luminescent. He was about fifty feet in when suddenly, from behind a 
large outcropping of rock, a huge creature appeared. Over eight feet tall, 
covered from head to toe with fur, it towered over Kirk, menacingly. He wished 
fervently that he hadn't left his phaser at the campsite. 


As the creature inched towards him Kirk began to step backward slowly, 
trying not to make any distracting moves. Suddenly, without warning, the 
creature sprang forward. The mouth of the cave was still more than twenty 
feet away. There was no way Kirk could make it out in time, but he tried. 


Turning to run, he yelled, "Spock, McCoy, help!" He stumbled and fell, 
striking his head. The last thing he saw before losing consciousness was the 
creature bending over him. 


Though the cave was some distance from the campsite, the walls had acted 
as an amplifier, allowing Spock and McCoy to hear the cry for help quite 
clearly. They came ona run, arriving to see the animal ready to strike, long 
sharp claws ready to tear into Kirk. Spock fired his phaser, but it had no 
effect on the creature. He couldn't set it to the kill cycle, for the Captain 
was too close and would have been hit as well. Spock advanced toward the 
creature, drawing it's attention. 


Arr ee& 


DWoren Kirk awoke, he was back on the Enterprise in sickbay. Unsure of 
where he was, what had happened, he looked around. Doctor McCoy's attention 
was on the next bed. Kirk tried to sit up, but his head felt as though 
there were jackhammers going at full vibration inside and he fell against the 
pillow. He couldn't remember how he had gotten there. The last thing he 
remembered was a gigantic animal bending over him. 


McCoy heard him moving around and turned, allowing the Captain to see 
who was in the bed. It was Spock. 
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Alarmed, Kirk asked, "What's wrong with him?" 


McCoy hesitated at first, then reached toward Kirk, placing his hands 
on the Captain's shoulders to buffer the words. 


"The phaser stun had no effect on the animal and Spock could not use the 
kill cycle because of the cramped quarters. It would have caught you as well. 
He had to depend on his own strength. He managed to reach the neck, render 
it unconscious but... not before he was attacked. The animal's fangs secreted 
poison." His voice was ragged. 


Kirk pushed the Doctor's arms away and swinging his legs over the side 
of the bed, stood up. His legs were like rubber and his head was spinning, 
but he had to get to Spock. 

McCoy took his arm, supporting him and helped the Captain to Spock's side. 
Normal color gone, sweat covering his body, the Vulcan lay like a broken doll. 
There were claw marks on his arms, the only visible evidence of injury. Kirk 
was frightened. 

"How bad?" 

"The poison has spread through his system," McCoy began. 

"You have the antidote," Kirk insisted. 

"I'm afraid not," replied McCoy dully. "I haven't been able to... 

The implication of the Doctor's words angered the Captain and he grabbed 
McCoy's arm. "I don't believe it. He can't be dying. You have to do something." 
Kirk's voice rose in intensity. "Don't just stand there. Do something." 


McCoy closed his hand over the Captain's, not sure what he could say. 
He hung his head, unwilling to trust words. 


The anger in Kirk faded just as quickly as it had flared up. "I'm sorry, 
Bones. I know you're doing all you can. Isn't there anything else you can...." 


Taking Kirk by the shoulders, McCoy pushed him into a chair. "I am but 
it's spreading so fast. I'm not sure we'll have enough time." 


The Captain buried his head in his hands, McCoy's voice barely penetrating 
his grief. 


"Jim, get back in bed. You're in no condition to be up. I'll keep 


trying." 


Nn Nurse Chapel's and the labs help, McCoy continued the search for 
an antidote. Each failure, each unsuccessful attempt brought closer the 
inevitable. Finaily, there were no more tests left to try. Christine Chapel 


ran from the room in tears, leaving McCoy staring helplessly at his last 
experiment. 


DAs AG 


Hive had refused to go back to his own bed, insisting on sitting with 
Spock. The dread grew as hour after hour - too long,- yet all too short- the 
Vulcan's life signs faded. Never had Kirk felt so helpless. The sound of 
movement from the bed brought him back to reality and he jumped from the chair, 
ignoring the pain in his temple. Spock's eyes had opened and they slowly 
focused on Kirk. 


The pain killers McCoy had administered kept Spock on the edge of 
consciousness and he was only dimly aware of Kirk's presence. He tried to 
speak, but his lips were cracked and parched, his throat dry. 


McCoy entered the room, checking the monitors, hoping against hope that 
there was some change for the better, but there was none. Kirk glanced at the 
Doctor, but his eyes met resignation. 


Kirk gently wiped the perspiration from Spock's face, caressing each 
line. So much a part of me. I can't Lose him. 


McCoy stood silently by, throat tightening, composure threatening to 
break. 


"Jim?" A voice, weak but audible came from the bed. Spock's eyes were 
fully focused now and he smiled, for when he had pulled the creature off the 
Captain, he hadn't known whether his friend was dead or alive. He felt a 
great weight slip from his heart. 


Kirk took his hand. "Lie still, don't talk." 


Spock's eyes filled with love and understanding. "I'll wait for you, 
Jim, in the morning." Then his eyes closed, his arm went limp. 


Stricken, Kirk looked up to see the life readings fall to zero. “Bones} 
he said through clenched teeth, but the Doctor shook his head. 


Kirk choked back the anguished cry that threatened to escape from him 
and lifting his friend's hand, gently brushed his lips against the still warm 
flesh. It was like all the bad dreams he'd ever had as a child, but now there 
was no one to tell him they weren't real. He couldn't believe this was 
happening. Yesterday, everything had been fine, now this.... Closing his eyes, 
he blinked back the tears and stood for several minutes, Spock's hand clasped 
tightly in his own. Then he let go, turned sharply and took a few steps 
toward the door. A wave of dizziness swept through him and he blacked out. 


PAs ect 


Wren he came to, it was hours later. The concussion he had suffered, 
combined with the shock of Spock's death had taken its toll. His mind was 
fuzzy and he couldn't remember what had happened. All he could recall was 
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seeing the Vulcan lying on the bed next to him, but when he looked now, it 
was empty. Justa dream. 


Turning his head, he saw McCoy coming towards him. Bewildered, and still 
a little dazed, he asked weakly, "Where's Spock?" 


McCoy was startled and after a slight hesitation was about to answer, 
but then Kirk noticed Nurse Chapel at the foot of the bed, her face streaked 
as though she had been crying. 


Suddenly images of Spock came into his mind, of the Vulcan lying hurt 


and something worse... Kirk bolted upright in bed as the burning memory returned 
and a sharp knife slashed through his midsection. "He's... d ... dead, isn't 
he, Bones?" 


McCoy nodded slowly, eyes filled with pain. Kirk sank back onto the bed 
and turning, buried his face in the pillow. 


McCoy put a comforting hand on Kirk's shoulder. At the touch, Kirk looked 
around at the Doctor, then sat up. McCoy reached to embrace his friend, but 
there was no response. The Captain seemed to look through him as though he 
weren't there. 


The loneliness that McCoy had felt at time, the sense of being outside 
looking in, returned. Grief assailed him, for the loss just encountered and 
the one soon to come. Shoulders hunched, he left Kirk in solitude. 
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Fre next few days were hell for both of them. As the Captain, it was 
Kirk's duty to inform the rest of the crew and it was the hardest thing he'd 
ever had to do. He walked through the next two days in a haze, not noticing 
anything. The ship had left orbit and now proceeded toward their station 
patrolling the neutral zone. Spock's body would be buried enroute, in the 
traditional manner of beaming it into space in a wide dispersement pattern. 
By the time the burial was to take place, the crushing grief Kirk felt had 
dulled somewhat, leaving him numb. Except for the time he was required on 
the bridge, he stayed in his quarters seeing no one. As always when he was 
troubled, he sought refuge in the music he loved, but the peace it had always 
brought to his mind in the past did not come. This was a grief beyond help. 


When the time came for the burial ceremony, he wasn't sure he could 
handle it, but it was a duty he couldn't delegate. Everyone was waiting 
for him in the transporter room. He straightened his shoulders and 
swallowed hard, trying to draw from some deep inner well, the needed courage. 
Only then did he allow himself to move into the field that would work the 
automatic doors. 


The room was crowded. Chief Kyle and Commander Scott were at the control 
console, Sulu and Chekov on either side. Lieutenant Uhura stood off to one 
side, supporting Christine Chapel who looked on the verge of collapse. An 
honor guard of six flanked the platform. They all waited expectantly for the 
Captain. The change in his appearance shocked them. He moved slowly, his 
face drawn, his shoulders hunched. 


McCoy stepped forward. "Jim," he said sympathetically. 


Kirk forced a weak smile. His mind churned with a myriad of thoughts, 
none of which were going to help him get through the ordeal ahead. 


Commander Scott brought everyone present to attention and stepped back. 
Kirk moved to the center of the room. 


"Commander Spock died heroically, saving another's life. That it was 
mine he saved, makes this even harder. He was a valued member of this crew." 
His voice dropped to a whisper. 


"And he was a friend. Not just to me, but to everyone here, to every 
member of this crew. This was not the first time he had risked his life. 
Many times in the past he'd done the same thing. He never thought twice of 
the hazards involved, just plunged ahead and did what had to be done. 


His voice faltered, and lowering his head, stopped. There was a long 
silence as he composed himself, then he continued, giving a eulogy that 
would have embarrassed the Vulcan had he been there. 


There were occassional intakes of breath as crewmembers attempted to 
keep themselves from breaking down. Except for Nurse Chapel, they managed. 
She stood stiffly throughout the entire ceremony, tears streaming down her 
face. Once or twice Kirk glanced over at her. He knew that Spock had never 
been able to return the love she had for him, and he felt a stab of pain at 
the woman's grief. He didn't knaw how he managed to finish, but finally he 
nodded to Scott. 

"Attention," snapped the engineer. 


The honor guard presented arms as two crewmen brought the body of the 
Yulcan in and laid it gently on the transportor platform. For the last time, 
Kirk gazed at the face of his friend. 


"Good-bye Spock," he said softly under his breath. 


The stillness of the room, broken only by Nurse Chapel's sobbing, made 
the whole affair seem like a dream. Kirk looked around at the faces staring 
into dead air, unshed tears stinging his eyes. 


He drew himself up stiffly. "Energize," he ordered, his voice breaking. 


As the room full of people watched, the whine of the transportor grew 
and Spock's body shimmered into atoms and was gone. Slowly the room emptied, 
until only Kirk and McCoy were left. The Captain's gaze was fixed on the 
empty platform, where only a few moments before he had watched his friend 
disappear for the last time. The Doctor gently laid a hand on Kirk's 
shoulder. The Captain shivered at the touch. 


" Jim?" 


Kirk turned. His hazel eyes were dry, but filled with such pain that 
it cut through McCoy's heart to look into them. Still in a daze, he let the 
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Doctor guide him from the room. As the door slid shut behind them, Kirk 
strained to look back. 


YA re AS 


For almost a week McCoy let the grief of Spock's death run its course. 
He never would have admitted it before, but he cared deeply for the Vulcan. 
Tbe hurt he had been through in his marriage long ago had resulted in an 
emotional wall, one he rarely lowered. In a way, he and Spock had been alike, 
both afraid of a committment. Now it was too late. The constant bickering 
had been his way of keeping distance between himself and rejection, but it 
hadn't worked that way. It had not stopped his heart from loving. Why do 
we arways watt untik it's too Late before we admit to ourselves that we care? 
I hope to God that Spock knew I cared. 


Soon he realized that the Vulcan's death presented another problem. 
Through the grief he felt for Spock came the certainty that now Kirk had to 
be told the truth of his illness. He cursed himself for the lie they had 
been living. He'd known it was wrong, but went along with it becausehe 
lacked the courage to do otherwise, and now the time for payment was here. 

A wave of panic gripped him, a feeling of catastrophe. Each day he put it 
off, it became harder. Finally, he steeled himself for the ordeal, terrified 
of Kirk's reaction, unsure for once of what it would be. 


It was the Captain's off duty hours and thinking that Kirk would be in 
his quarters, McCoy headed there, but the buzzer went unanswered. He used 
the override switch to enter and wait. Too restless and uneasy to sit down, 
he wandered about picking up objects, books, inspecting them. 


He noticed a picture on the shelf behind the bed. A gold frame circled 
a likeness of a very young boy and a very large animal. The child was a 
Vulcan, a serious expression on his face and a stranglehold on the animal. 
McCoy realized that it was Spock and a smile lit his face briefly, then faded. 


Tears stung his eyes and he tore his gaze from it and sank heavily onto the bed. 


The door sliding open drew his attention. Kirk entered, suprised to see 
the Doctor waiting. 


"What is it, Bones?" Kirk asked as he sat down. 

"T have to talk to you, Jim." 

"Can't it wait? I'ma little tired." 

McCoy shook his head. "It's important." 

Kirk sighed and motioned him to a chair. 

McCoy crossed to sit opposite the Captain. Now that he was here, now 
that the moment had come, he couldn't bring himself to say the words. He 
stumbled around for several minutes, giving Kirk reports on trivial matters 


that really were not important. Several times he started to bring up the 
subject, each time backing off in fear. Kirk became increasingly impatient. 
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"Come on, Bones. If that's all you've come for, I'd like to get some 
sleep. Those things will keep." 


McCoy took a deep breath, and closing his eyes momentarily began. "It's 
something I should have told you some time ago. The operation...I performed 
ON: VOUS 0!" 


"What about it?" asked Kirk in a puzzled voice. 
McCoy's voice was hesitant. "I removed the tumor all right, but it was...” 
Kirk leaned towards him. "Was what?" 


McCoy's fists clenched tightly, and his fingernails dug into his flesh. 
"Malignant." 


Kirk felt a twinge of apprehension at the ugly word. "And you didn't 
tell me. Why?" 


McCoy shifted position, heartsick at what he was doing. He trusted me 
and I Let him down. 


Kirk's eyes were questioning as he waited for an answer. "Why are you 
telling me now? I don't understand." The Doctor's hesitancy made him suspicious. 


"You didn't get it all, did you?" 


The moment had come and McCoy paused. Regrets ane the bitterest of things. 
It's even hander now, than it would have been then. Now on top of Losing Spock 
he has to hear this. 


"I couldn't. It was too involved." He tried to keep his voice natural, 
but wasn't quite successful. 


"Does that mean you must operate again?" Kirk was confused, still not 
comprehending what the Doctor was saying. 


McCoy took a deep breath and continued. "Jim, I can't. There's no 
second chance." He lost his battle to remain in control. "A few months... 
perhaps as many as six." The words spoken, McCoy repressed an urge to vomit, 
and steeled himself for Kirk's reaction. He met his friend's gaze looking 
for understanding, but none came. 


Kirk's expression became hard, unreachable. He glared at the Doctor. 
"I don't believe you. It can't be true." 


"How I wish it weren't." McCoy coutd make it no easier. Now too late, 
he had to make Kirk see the truth. 


Kirk stared, as if he were suddenly seeing the Doctor for the first time. 
He walked across the room, standing with his back to McCoy for several minutes, 
conflicting emotions at work within him. There was an erie silence as McCoy 
sat, waiting tensely. 
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Then Kirk turned, his face contorted with rage. He lashed out at the 
Doctor, savagely pulling him from the chair. "What were you going to do? 
Wait until I was a vegetable and unable to function at all before you told 
me?" - 


"Jim, you will not become a vegetable," said McCoy as he covered the 
Captain's hand with his own, finding the strength to explain. "There'll be 
no symptoms until... the end. It's a rare type of tumor. You'll be able to 
function normally..... u 


Kirk pushed him away. "What right did you have? It's my life, not yours. 
I had a right to know." His anger was growing and letting go of McCoy, he 
began pacing the floor. 


McCoy went to him, placing a concilitory hand on his shoulder, but the 
Captain moved away, leaving the Doctor desperately trying to think of a way 
to make him understand. 


"How could you do it?" shouted Kirk. "Why?" 


McCoy started to reply, but the Captain cuti:him off. "Never mind, I don't 
Want to hear excuses. You lied to me." 


McCoy tried again. "Jim, you must listen to me, please. Don't you think 
I know I was wrong? I know this isn't easy for you to accept. If there were 
any other way... if only there were... I'd take it." 


Kirk's eyes seemed to burn through the Doctor. "Well, you did just that, 
didn't you?" 


"At the time, there seemed to be nothing to be gained by telling you." 

"Tt was not your right to decide that." 

"No, it wasn't." McCoy rubbed a hand over his eyes. One error tn 
judgement, He'd known it was wrong when he did it, but he was weak, afraid. 
He tried to justify to himself what he had done, but couldn't. He'd 
taken the easy way out, or what seemed the easy way out; now the price of his 
cowardice was awfully high. All the reasons, all the excuses his mind had 
built up seemed far too inadequte. There were no words to convince his friend. 


"You bet it wasn't," Kirk spat out. "Did you think I was a child, unable 
to take care of myself? That I couldn't handle the truth? "How dare you!" 


"Jim, it wasn't that," McCoy pleaded. "I know what you're capable of. 
Maybe it was for myself. I couldn't face it. I'm sorry." 


"It's too late for sorry, Doctor, and I use the title loosely." 


"Maybe, but if you had known, nothing would have changed. I can't do 
any more than I could have then." 
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"That doesn't matter. My God, now you tell me. Why? Feeling guilty 
Doctor? Is that why you're letting me in on the little secret now? Sorry, 
about this, but you're going to pack it in in six months." 


"That's not why," McCoy started, watching Kirk, praying for an end to 
this agony. 


Kirk turned from the Doctor, face contorted. "God... six months, that's 
funny." He laughed bitterly. 


McCoy was alarmed, but all he could do was stand by in silence. 


"This is really the kicker. Got to hand it to you. You have great timing. 
So soon after Spock...." Abruptly his eyes became slits. All at once, the 
manner of Spock's death dawned on him. His friend had died saving a man who 
would be dead in a few months. Kirk faced the Doctor, staring him down, eyes 
filled with resentment, flashing with anger. He lashed out at him. 


"You Rikked Spock. If you had told him the truth, he'd still be alive." 
He drew back his arm and for a moment, McCoy thought he was going to hit him, 
then Kirk turned and slammed his fist against the wall. "You murdered Spock." 


Startled by the abrupt change in attitude,McCoy backed up a few feet. 
He had not anticipated, was not prepared for this reaction. 


Kirk continued his harangue as he paced the room. "You son of a bitch, 
how could you do it? Didn’t you stop to think at all?" He waved his arms 
angrily. "I knew you never understood Spock, but I never would have believed 
you Capable of...." 


McCoy stared wide eyed in despair at the outpouring and died inside. 
His shock at Kirk's accusation left him speechless, as Kirk continued to 
pace aimlessly about the cabin, looked betrayed and on the edge of collapse. 

McCoy tried to interrupt, to get a word in. "Jim, please listen." 


Kirk whirled. "Listen? To what? More lies, more excuses? I don't 
want to hear them." 


"Spock knew," McCoy blurted out, instantly regretting the words. 


Kirk stopped in mid-stride, stunned. His face a mixture of suprise, 
anger and disbelief, he stood motionless. "I don't believe you." 


"It's true," McCoy said, unable to back down now. "He knew right from 
the beginning." 


Kirk sagged. The life seemed to flow from him. He didn't want to believe 
jt, but somehow sensed that it was true. He sat on the bed and buried his 
head in his hands. 


McCoy went to him, putting a gentle hand on his shoulder. "Try to 
understand, we were only trying to help, to protect you," he said pleading. 


Kirk looked up, eyes tortured. "Why did he do it? Why did he save me, 
when he knew I was going to die anyway? He shouldn't have died." For a.. 
moment he seemed so broken that Mcloy was terrified. Then the anger returned 
abruptly and he sprang from the bed, once again pacing the floor like a caged 
animal. Each attempt of the Doctor to reach him, brought rebuffs and McCoy 
began to worry that the Captain would do something foolish. He stalled for 
time, hoping that the anger would calm. He ignored each order to leave, 


inviting even more anger, but finally, he accepted that he could do no more 
at this time. 


Kirk's voice was edged with fury. "I'll see you pay for this, Doctor. 
You've falsified medical records for one thing. I have nothing more to say." 


McCoy was crushed by the ice in Kirk's voice. He once again put out a 
hand to Kirk, then dropped it to his side in resignation. 


The Captain turned his back on the man who had been a friend only a short 
time before. "Get out. Don't come back. Ever." 


McCoy turned to leave. As the door slid open he hesitated, afraid to 
go, unable to stay. Kirk wouldn't listen to him. 


When the door closed, Kirk spun around. Tears streaming down his face, 
he picked up the nearest available object and hurled it across the room. 


Spock's picture shattered and fell to the floor. He leaned back and slid down 
the wall. 


"Damn you, McCoy. Damn you, to hell," he said sobbing. He buried his 
head in his knees. Spock, why? 


McCoy stayed in the corridor outside the Captain's quarters for some time, 
unwilling to go any farther should Kirk need him. As he paced the floor, he 
wished he knew what was going on in Kirk's mind. Perhaps, he thought, someone 
else might be able to talk to him. 


McCoy found himself in front of Commander Scott's door, hopefully pressing 


the buzzer. In a few seconds, the door slid open. Scott seemed suprised to 
see him. 


"Doctor?" The Engineer apppeared to be gauging him and McCoy realized 
he must look rather shaken. 


"No you mind if I come in, Scotty?" 
Scott stood back to let him pass. 


"Not at all, Leonard, but ye look like the divil's own. Let me pour ye 
a drink," He followed him into the room and crossed to set out a glass and 
fill it with an amber liquid. 


McCoy took the glass gratefully and putting it to his lips, downed the 
scotch in one swallow. Scott's eyebrows shot up in suprise. 
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"What's wrong?" asked the engineer. 


McCoy wanted to tell him, but he knew instinctively that Kirk would not 
want him to know, so he told a half truth. "I'm worried about Jim. He's been 
driving himself too hard lately. He's overworked, irritated and on top of 
that, grieving over Spock. I can't reach him, he won't listen to me." 


Scott nodded in understanding. He knew how close Spock had been to Kirk. 
"Now Doctor; dinna ye worry. I'l] look in on him. I think you should get 
some rest yourself. Ye look as though ye need it.” 


"Thanks Scotty, I appreciate it." When the Doctor left Scott's quarters, 
he made his way to his own, not seeming to notice passing crewmembers. The 
ship seemed empty. The shock of Kirk's reaction, and the knowledge that 
the Captain blamed him for Spock's death totally swamped his thoughts. I 
Lost a friend in a way worse than death. 
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aie to his word, Scott checked on the Captain. Kirk sat on the edge 
of his bed, staring at the wall opposite, seemingly oblivious to Scott's 
entrance. 


Scott spoke hesitantly. "Captain?" 

Kirk looked up slowly, The anger and pain reflected in his eyes startled 
Scott, and his heart went out to the young Captain. The whole crew missed 
Spock, but Kirk would feel his loss even deeper. And yet Scott sensed that 
there was more than Spock's death that was tearing him apart. 

"What are you doing here, Mr. Scott?" Kirk's voice was angry. 


Scott cleared his throat. "I was just goin’ down to the Rec Room and 
wondered if ye'd care to join me." 


Kirk stared at him, the hostile look in his eyes slowly fading. "I... 
thanks, but no. I just want to be left alone." 


The engineer stayed a few minutes, not-wanting Kirk to be alone, but 
finally moved to leave. 


At the door, Scott paused. "There's a bottle of Scotch in my cabin, Jim, 
and I've a good ear for listen'n. I wouldna mind the company - anytime - if 
you've a need to talk." 

"Thanks, Scotty, you may be sorry you offered.” His voice was tired. 


Scott shook his head. “I think not. Good-night, Sir." 


The door slid open and Scott looked back as he left. Kirk had returned 
to staring at the wall. 


Kirk didn't appear: outside his cabin for more than twenty four hours. 
He saw no one, spoke to no one, other than to say that he didn't want to be 
disturbed unless it was an emergency. The implications of what McCoy had 
told him had yet to sink in, overshadowed as it was by the lies, by the 
knowledge that McCoy had kept the truth from him and worse, that Spock had. 
T'LE never forgive them. 


For the next few days, he pointedly ignored McCoy, forbidding him to come 
to the bridge unless called. He still had not decided what to do about the 
false records, even though he had as much threatened to file formal charges. 


Kirk finally decided to see McCoy, and summoned him to the briefing room. 
He sat stiffly at the head of the table, eyes straight ahead, mouth set in 
determination, as the Doctor entered the room. 


"Sit down,” ordered Kirk. 
McCoy eased himself into the chair, and folded::his hands, waiting in silence. 
Kirk's voice was bitter, but controlled. "I have decided not to press 
charges, but that doesn't mean that anything has changed. Much as I dislike 
it, you are still the Doctor... for the time being." He closed his eyes, 
rubbing the exhaustion from them. "Now, I want to know exactly what is going 
to happen to me. Don't attempt to sugarcoat the truth. I'm not a child," 
he said sarcastically, his manner hiding the fear, the pain of betrayal. His 
eyes bore into the Doctor's, warning him, daring him to say anything out of 
line. 


McCoy stared at him for a minute, then began. When he had finished, there 
was silence as Kirk endeavored to absorb it all. 


Kirk sat motionless, his eyes fixed on a point beyond the Doctor, feeling 
himself drowning in a sea of confusion. McCoy's voice broke through his 
thoughts. 

"Jim, what are you going to do now?" 

"T haven't decided yet. In any case, that's my concern, not yours. Clear?" 

McCoy slumped in his seat. "Perfectly." 

There was a long pause, then the Doctor spoke. "Is that all?" 

"That's all, you're dismissed." 

McCoy rose and started for the door. Kirk bent his head to the papers 
on the table. He heard the door slide open, and McCoy hesitate on the 


threshold. 


"Jim, I did what I thought was right, what I had to do." 
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Kirk continued to play with the papers until he heard the door slide shut. 
Then he looked up, surveying the empty room. Putting his elbows on the table, 
he buried his head in his hands. 


Kirk coutd not sleep that night. Only a short time ago the thought of 
leaving the Enterprise would have been painful, but not now. Memories of 
Spock assailed him, making each waking moment a torment. Spock had lied and 
he hated him for it. He wanted to forget him, but couldn't stop missing 
him. Nothing mattered anymore, not even the ship. All he wanted to do was 
to be left alone and he determined to go back to Earth; perhaps there he could 
find some measure of peace. The night passed slowly, seeming to last forever. 
He thought of taking a sleeping pill, but that would have meant going to 
sickbay, and McCoy had the graveyard shift. The next morning he informed 
Starfleet Command of his illness and received permission to return to Earthbase, 
there to turn the ship over to another Captain. He wondered briefly who it 
would be, and discovered that he didn't care. He was beginning to feel that 
the end would be a welcome release. The news of his resignation swept through 
the ship like wildfire. No official reason had been given the crew, and rumors 


abounded. 
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Mecoy made one last effort to get through to Kirk, coming to the Captain's 
quarters the night before they were to reach Earth orbit. The Captain was 
not pleased to see::him. He was lying on the bed, lights dimmed, when the 
Doctor walked in. He turned his head at the sound of the door opening to 
see McCoy framed by the light from the corridor. As the door closed, he rose, 
angry. 


"You don't take orders well, do you Mister?" he said furiously. "I 
ordered you to stay away from me." He stood beside the bed, hands clenched. 
"Perhaps I did not make myself clear. Is that it?" 


McCoy shook his head. "I was concerned. It was my duty to investigate." 


Kirk turned from him and striding to his desk, sat down, beginning to 
shift the papers around on it. "Very well, you investigated. Duty is 
satisfied. Now leave," he said coldly. 


McCoy's eyes bore into the Captain's until Kirk broke the connection. 
No more words passed between them, but the barely suppressed hostility from 
Kirk gave McCoy no space in which to reach him. He left. 


When he had gone, Kirk slumped, dropping the papers he had been holding 
to the floor. Hands still clenched, he pressed them to his eyes, trying 
to stop the tears from coming. It didn't work. Against his will, he wept 
bitterly. 


Several days later, after a final debriefing, he found himself in 
civilian clothing. The trip from Starfleet headquarters in San Francisco to 
his home on the coast at Big Sur, California did not take long. Stepping 
from the air car in front of his house, he surveyed his new surroundings. 

The house was a one story modern structure, made of stone and glass. After 
leaving the bags in his bedroom, he wandered through the house, renewing his 
acquaintance with it. It was not the homecoming he had always planned. There 
were no friends with whom to enjoy it, or show it off to. He went for a walk 
on the beach. The sun was going down, the sky growing dark. The saddest part 
04 the day, the dying of the Light. 


Sleep came easily that first night, for the long trip and emotional strain 


had exhausted him. Sleep however, brought nightmares and when he awoke, he 
was bathed in sweat. He sat up, startled, unsure of where he was. The sun 
was coming up, filling the room with light as his mind cleared. 


Some time passed before he found the will to move and face the day. The 
house, the beach, were all as he remembered, but there was no peace for him. 
None of the serene beauty he had known in this place could be found. His 
constant ache made the world seem colorless. 


Unable to summon the energy to do anything, he spent the days sitting 
on the beach staring out to the sea, not really focusing on it. Music played 
constantly from the house, but it didn't help calm him as it once did. He 
played it only because he could not stand the silence. 


Some nights when sleep wouldn't come, he sat on the sand staring at the 
stars, remembering what used to be. Betrayed by his own mind, memories of 
Spock and McCoy crept through his thoughts, keeping alive the hurt. The 
emotional pressures were building and he felt as if he would come apart. 
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Woes passed, the days seeming to blend, sliding one into the other until 
there was nothing to distinguish them. Anger slowly drained away, leaving 
in its wake an empty loneliness. The self imposed solitude he maintained only 
served to heighten the despair, making each waking moment hell. 


Finally, the night came when, unable to sleep and too restless just to 
sit on the beach, he began to walk along the shore, wading in the surf, as 
the music drifted down from the house. The sounds of the sea were hypnotic, 
the cool water soothing. He watched as the surf broke up into white foam on 
the sand. The lilting notes of the Blue Danube crept through the night air 
and he found himself swaying to the melody, emotion stilled, mind calm. As 
he watched the stars shining high in the clear night sky, a sense of purpose 
crept slowly into his thoughts. 


He looked back at the house, lights blazing within. Then, eyes fixed 
on the horizon, he straightened his back and began to walk deeper into the 
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the surf, not stopping until the water reached almost to his neck. He 
hesitated briefly, for a moment unsure. Then, decision made, he began to 

swim purposefully toward the horizon, as though swimming toward a goal. He 
sliced through the water, creating a wake which disappeared instantly, leaving 
no evidence of his passage. 


His arms tired and unable to go on, he stopped and began to tread water. 
The shore was far behind him now, and he could make out the lights from the 
house only dimly. Silence, like a blanket, covered him and taking a last long 
look at the sky, he closed his eyes, relaxed his muscles and slowly sank 
beneath the surface. 


A sense of peace, of belonging swept through him, as his lungs began to 
swell. His mind floated, wrapped in a foggy haze. There was no pain, no 
discomfort, @nly a calm acceptance. 


Suddenly Spock's face broke through the cloud and in his mind's eye he 
saw the Vulcan and heard him cry out. 


"Jam! Nol" 


The suddenness, the suprise, jolted him and he struggled to the surface, 
spitting water. 


My God, what am I doing? 


He shook the water from his face and looked toward the shore, confused. 
The lights from the house were like a beacon, but it was so far away, he 
wasn't sure he could make it back. He began to swim slowly, for each breath 
was an effort of sheer will. His arms were leaden, his breaths came in short 
bursts, lungs struggled for air. The beach seemed no closer as every minute 
or two he was forced to stop and rest. 


An eternity passed before he could make out the shoreline clearly and 
with only a few yards to go, his body gave up on him. He could go no farther. 
The waves washed him up on the sand. He tried to rise to his feet, but 
oblivion claimed him and he fell. 


When he came to, much later, he found himself lying face down on the sand, 
rain was beginning to fall. He struggled to move and rolled over on-his back, 
letting the rain wash the sand from his face. All the grief he'd bottled up 
Came pouring out and he lay there, body wracked with sobs for some time. 


Finally, tears spent, he forced himself to his feet and dragging himself 
to the house, he shed his clothes as he went, dropping them to the sand. He 
wandered aimlessly through the rooms, at last finding himself in the bedroom 
standing before the open glass doors, watching the storm play itself out in 
the distance. He watched until the last flash of lightening had faded away 
and then threw himself across the bed. His eyes closed and sleep came. This 
time there were no dreams. 


When he awoke the next morning, the sun was shining through the windows. 
He lay quietly for a while as the breeze coming off the ocean drifted gently 
through the room. 


The events of the past day were fuzzy in his mind, seeming as though it 
had been a million years ago in another lifetime. Suddenly, he wanted McCoy 
and bolting upright in bed, called out to him. Then he remembered that McCoy 
wasn't there and probably never would be. I pushed him away. 


Grief washed over him as thoughts of Spock came, of the way things used 
to be. How could it all have gone 50 wrong, 40 quickly. He pictured Spock 
in his mind, playing the lyre on a day that seemed so long ago, and tears welled 
up in his eyes. No longer bitter tears, but cleansing tears fell, as all the 
pent up grief poured out. 


After a while he felt the need to hear another human voice, and dressing 
quickly, he found himself walking through the nearby town. Strolling through 
the streets, he listened to the sound of life going on around him. Children 
were playing on the grass, shouting, laughing. Kirk sat on a bench and watched 
them. 


They're 40 fnee and open. Sam and I used to be that way once. Sam... 
I wish I could see him... but he's dead... just Like I'm going to be... s00n.. 
Like Spock 4s.... He thought back to when he first met Spock. At first, he 
hadn't thought they'd even be able to get along, let alone become friends. 
The Vulcan had been so stiff and formal. As the days and weeks passed, Kirk 
had learned to see through the facade, and the friendship had begun to grow. 
Now, everywhere he looked there were reminders of Spock, of something they 
had done together. Even this village square brought memories to the fore. 


He noticed a small boy about eight years old, trying to pitch a ball and 
not quite succeeding. He renkly ts kinda clumsy... Like IT was. But Sam 
fixed that. 

He pictured himself playing baseball, Sam protecting his little brother 
from the taunts of his classmates. In the end, all we neally have are out 
memories, all that neally Lasts ane yesterday's shadows. 


The boy was crying. He'd made another mistake and his friends were 
teasing him. Kirk rose and went over to him, putting a hand on his shoulder. 


The boy looked up at the sandy haired man standing over him. 

Kirk smiled. "Would you like to have me teach you to throw the ball?" 

The child smiled through his tears and nodded. 

Kirk demonstated the proper stance to the child and then Showed him 
the right way to throw the ball. He stood beside him until he was sure he 


had caught on, then said good-bye and walked off. 


The boy yelled after him. "Mister... thank you." 
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It had felt good to be needed. His heart felt lighter and his walk had 
a little more spring in it. He knew then that he had to see McCoy, had to 
talk to him before it was too late. Going to the nearest visiphone, he 
contacted Starfleet Command. He was informed that the Doctor was no longer 
on the Enterprise, having left on an extended leave only the day before. They 
didn't know where he had gone. Neither did anyone else. He tried everyone 
and everyplace he could think of, but the even McCoy's daughter didn't know 
where he was. Kirk stared fixedly at the screen. He wasn't going to give up. 


Summer came and with it, hot sun, warm winds and seagulls, so many that 
sometimes they filled the sky. Kirk liked to watch them, feeling himself up 
there with them, flying free. No problems, no pressures, just flight. 


His life began to settle into a routine, broken only by the occassional 
summer storm. Rising before dawn, the beach beckoned and he watched the sunrise 
in silence. After breakfast, his antique bicycle was oiled and readied for 
the daily ride. He always made sure that his route brought him past the 
Reading Center on the way back, so that he could pick up more books. He 
became a voracious reader, as if he were trying to cram a lifetime of 
knowledge into a few short months. But it was also to fill the lonely hours. 


In the evenings, there were occassional concerts, but mostly he read 
and listened to his music. The only thing missing was Spock and McCoy. He 
had not given up trying to find the Doctor. 


Thoughts of Spock brought confusion. Though he understood now why his 
friends had done what they had, he still could not come to terms with the 
Vulcan's sacrifice. I wish... but wishes are tLlogicak. He smiled at the 
word Spock had used so often. 14 only I knew why. 


PYVAm 3G 


Tre sun was particularly bright and there was no wind with which to ease 
the heat. Kirk sat on the terrace, reading as music filled the air. He did 
not hear the doorbell, nor the footsteps approaching. 


"Jim?" a voice said hesitatingly. 


Kirk was startled. It was a voice he hadn't heard in some time and hardly 
expected to hear now. He dropped his book and looked up. The bright sun 
blinded him and all he saw at first was a tall figure, framed by a corona of 
light. He shaded his eyes, squinting. As his vision adjusted to the brightness, 
he blinked his eyes, not believing what he saw. Bones? I4¢ can't be. 


Slowly, Kirk rose and took a step forward. "Bones?" 
McCoy moved slightly toward him. "Hello, Jim," he said timidly. 
They stood staring at each other for a moment, neither sure of the other's 


reaction. McCoy's heart skipped a beat as he scrutinized his old friend, unsure 
of a welcome, fearful of rejection once again. 


Kirk shook his head, clearing the fog from his mind. He had once called 
this man his friend and then hurt him bitterly. He wondered what he could 
Say. 


The guarded expression on the Doctor's face belied his racing heart. 
He had come to try to bridge the gap between them while there was still time, 
but now that he was here, he was afraid. Finally, he broke the silence. 


"Jim, I had to come," he said, shifting from one foot to the other. 


Kirk spanned the space between them, throwing his arms around the Doctor 
tightly. McCoy was too startled to do more than just stand there at first. 
Then slowly, his arms encircled Kirk, pulling him tighter. 


After a long while, McCoy disengaged himself, stepping back. Both men's 
cheeks were streaked with tears. Kirk reached out gently brushing the moisture 
from his friend's face. 


"Don't say anything," he said. 
"Jim, I'm sor..." 


Kirk put a hand to the Doctor. "There's no need for apologies. We were 
both wrong," he said, voice thick with emotion. He smiled broadly through 
the tears. "I've been trying to find you for over a month, but no one knew 
where you were." 


The two friends sat on the stone bench at the edge of the sand. McCoy 
felt lightheaded with relief. "I went back to Georgia for a while. I had 
to think things out." 


Kirk was suprised. "I called there. They told me they didn't know where 
you were," 


"They didn't lie. They didn't know. I was using an old cabin I own in 
the mountains. I didn't want to see anyone. After a while, I knew I had to 
come here." 


Kirk squeezed the Doctor's hand as a line from an old song came to mind. 
Love was atways there... just a touch away. 


"I'm glad you came, Bones." Despite what he had said about blame, he 
felt the need to apologize. "I'm sorry." 


McCoy shook his head. "No, Jim. You have nothing to be sorry for. It 
was a perfectly normal reaction. Spock and I were wrong. I knew it at the 
time, but went ahead regardless because I was afraid." 


Kirk's eyes clouded over at the mention of Spock. "Why did he do it?" 
McCoy misunderstood the question, thinking that Kirk wanted to know why the 
Vulcan had lied to him. "I think that in Spock's case, it was a question of 
denial. As long as you didn't know, perhaps he felt it wasn't real." He raised 
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a hand to stop the protest he knew was coming. "I know, it wasn't logical, 
but then Spock never was when it came to your welfare." 


Kirk came to a decision. "Bones, let's just start all over. All right?" 


McCoy took the offered hand, holding on tight. "All right." 


Fhe summer flew by. Now that McCoy was home once more, Kirk felt alive 
again. Each day, the world around seemed sharper, clearer. His senses 
intensified by what was to come,he found himself wanting to reach out greedily 
and grasp whatever he could. 


McCoy was at his side constantly. He would stay as long as his friend 
needed him. He encouraged Kirk to try new things. When the Captain mentioned 
that he wished he could capture the sunset in his grasp, the Doctor suggested 
that he try painting it, and never one to back off from a challenge, Kirk did 
precisely that. Dragging McCoy along, Kirk trudged off to the nearest art 
supply center, miles away, and stocked up on more equipment than Michaelangelo 
had needed for the Sistine Chapel. 


Every evening as the Doctor sat in the background and watched, Kirk 
tried to put on canvas what his heart saw. He had come to love the beauty 
of the sunset; the shadows it cast and the colors it threw on the clouds. 

At first, his efforts were clumsy, but after some practice, he found himself 
improving. It grteved him that he would probably not have enough time to 
really capture it, to perfect something he found himself enjoying almost as 
much as commanding a starship. 


YY Aw eA, 


Kirk and McCoy were sitting side by side on the beach resting up after 
a long swim. The Captain was absently throwing pebbles into the water as he 
spoke. 


"Do you remember the time we taught Spock to swim, Bones?" 
McCoy nodded. "He looked so uncomfortable." 


"He was. He wouldn't have admitted it, but he was a little afraid of 
the water. I think he only did it to please me;" 


"He did a lot to please you, Jim. You were important to him." 


Kirk's voice became almost a whisper. "He was important to me. I would 
have done anything for him. I wish he were here. It was such a waste. That 
magnificent brain. There was so much he could have accomplished, and he 
threw it all away." 


"He was trying to protect you," said McCoy softly. 
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"But he knew I'd be dead in a few months anyway," insisted Kirk. "He 
gave me a few months, but cheated himself out of a lifetime." 


"You would have done the same for him, wouldn't you?" 
"Yes, but....' 


"Jim, he did what he had to do. He didn't expect to die. You never know 
what's going to happen in a situation like that. In a crisis, even for a 
Vulcan, the first instinct is to act, not to stop and consider the consequences. 
He would not have left you to face the end alone." McCoy rested a soft touch 
on Kirk's arm. "I miss him, too.” 


"I know, Bones." Kirk looked out at the sea and spoke quietly. "When 
I was a child, there was a family that lived on the farm next door that had 
twin boys; fraternal twins. They were friends of my brother and older than 
me. I remember envying them, for the closeness they shared. Sometimes one 
of them would start to say something and the other woulld finish the sentence, 
without missing a beat, or even looking at the other. It was as if they were 
one soul in two bodies. I never thought I'd ever know that kind of sharing. 
Then Spock came along, and it was as if a missing part of myself had come 
home. When he died, part of me died too." He paused. 


"You know, Bones, sometimes I seem to feel him nearby. I hear footsteps 
and I spring around, but there's no one there." Kirk looked down, stirring 
the sand with his fingers. "Bones, tell me. Did he know he was dying?" 


McCoy hesitated. "There's no way to hide anything from someone as 
perceptive as he was. He knew." 


"Do you know what Spock's last words to me were?" Kirk asked slowly, 
as he watched the setting sun. 


McCoy was silent. 


"He said, I'll watt for you, Jim, in the morning. Why did he say that 
if he knew he was dying?" Kirk did not really expect an answer. There was 
none that could be given. Only Spock could have answered that question. 


Suddenly it was as if a door opened up and he could see beyond his own 
griefs to another's. His eyes blurring with with tears, met the Doctor's. 
"And you, Bones. Are you all right?" 


McCoy was tired, but he felt as if a great weight had been taken from 
him. When he looked at Kirk, he didn't see a man who was dying. In his 
mind's eye was pictured the new young Captain of the Enterprise sitting in 
his command chair ona day that seemed only yesterday. 


Kirk interrupted his thoughts. "Bones?" 
McCoy's eyes focused once again and he smiled. "I'm fine, Jim. Just 
fine. Now." 


They sat silently for some time, then McCoy spoke, gently putting into 
words as best he could what his grandmother had told him when his father died. 
"Tf you'll let him, he'll always be by your side. As long as he lives in your 
memory,he'll always be alive for you." 


The days grew shorter, summer giving way to autumn. Almost a year had 
gone by since the operation and McCoy was watching the Captain closely, anxiously. 
He .knew that time was running out. Kirk never mentioned it and McCoy had no 
wish to bring it up. Instead he found himself hovering, despite a conscious 
effort not to do any such thing. Kirk found it touching, calling him a mother 
hen. 


Kirk had come to accept the inevitable, refusing to let it defeat him. 
It was the last victory he would have; not letting the fear ruin his remaining 
days. When the end came, he intended it to be dignified. He continued his 
painting, carefully working out in his mind what he would paint before he put 
his brush to the canvas. 


Sometimes, when he stood at the easel, he felt a presence with him. He 
seemed to hear Spock saying, I'm hexe, I'm waiting, dont worry. The Vulcan 
was always in his thoughts. He felt close to him, not understanding the 
feeling. He lived again in his dreams the places they'd been, the things they'd 
done. He found himself imagining how Spock would have loved this place. And 


he was happy. 
PAs AG 


Tre sea was calm. A beautiful day, perfect. He was spending the day 
as a beachcomber, collecting shells. He waded in the surf, eyes riveted on 
the sandy bottom, toes pushing through the sand, searching for specimens. 
The pile of shells on the beach had grown steadily larger. He planned to 
spend the evening with McCoy, cleaning them, sorting them out. The best he 
would send to his nephew, Peter. 


This day, it seemed as though his senses were tuned sharpty to the sounds 
of life going on around him. The gulls flying high overhead on their way to 
the feeding grounds, the small waves washing over his feet, the gentle breeze; 
all these things taken so much for granted by people, made him realize the 
priceless gift he had been given. 


He bent to pick an unusually large shell from the bottom, then washed 
it off. Examining it, he realized that it was the largest conch shell he'd 
ever seen. Wouldn't be suprised 44 it were a record. Getting kinda dark, 
must be clouding up. He looked up. There were no clouds. The sun was still 
shining. Can't be mone than three or four in the afternoon. A momentary 
stab of fear coursed through him. Somehow he hadn't expected it to come this 
way, so suddenly. McCoy had told him what the first symptoms would be and 
how long he would have from then. He'd felt so well lately, that he had 
forgotten how long since he had been diagnosed. 


"Jim!" shouted McCoy from the house. "Come on up." 
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A stab of anguish shot through Kirk at the sound of his friend's voice. 
Standing knee deep iin the water, the shell clutched tightly in his hand, he 
stared up at the house; remembering. He thought of all the times over the 
years that McCoy had worked himself to the brink of collapse to save a life. 
Have to spare him... can't Let him know... can't Let him watch.... 


He drew back his shoulders and went to gather all the shells he'd 
collected. There'd be no time fon Peter now. He trudged up the beach to 
the house. 


McCoy was bringing a tray from the house, two tall glasses and a pitcher 
on it. He placed it on the table. "That's quite a collection you have there, 
Jim," he said, indicating the sack. 


Kirk sat at the table and McCoy joined him a moment later carrying another 
tray with some small sandwiches on it. 


Kirk was silent, thoughtful as he stared into his drink. Then he looked 
up at McCoy and smiled. A smile that spread to his eyes and lit his face. 
Please... fust Let me carry this off. 


McCoy felt a twinge of sorrow for the fleeting happiness they had. 


As Kirk stirred his drink with the straw absently, he spoke. "I 
think about Spock often, Bones. I miss him, but you were right. I do feel 
his presence. Sometimes, if I let myself, I can imagine him by my side." 


McCoy nodded. "I know, so can I." A frown crossed his face. "I wish 
I hadn't been so hard on him, hadn't teased him so much." 


"He knew you didn't mean what you said. That you cared." Kirk's eyes 
danced. "Do you remember our last shore leave, before it turned to tragedy?" 


The Doctor grinned. "I sure do. It was the best I ever had." 


"Do you remember telling me once that you were afraid of horses?" asked 
Kirk teasingly. 


McCoy blushed. "Did I? I don't recall saying any such thing." 


Kirk laughed. "Well, you did. But you sure seemed to be enjoying the 
ride." 


"Well, I never claimed to be consistant, now did I?" replied McCoy. 


Kirk went on, talking as though to himself. "It was so peaceful, quiet... 
heautiful. Just the three of us." He stared out to the sea. A cloud had 
drifted over the late afternoon sun. The smell of the salt air, the gentle 
breeze caressing his skin, the voices of the gulls passing overhead, all 
these things assailed his senses. He felt so alive. He couldn't remember 
ever feeling this alive before. There was no fear in him, only a sadness for 
having to leave McCoy alone. He reached across the table and clasped the 
Doctor's hand gently. 


"Thanks, Bones," he said. 
McCoy was startled. "For what?" 
"Oh, for all the years of friendship, for being here. Everything." 


McCoy's throat was choked with emotion and he couldn't say anything. 
The roar of a speedboat distracted them and when it had passed by the moment 
had gone. McCoy turned to another subject, one less open to tears. 


"IT took a look at the canvas you finished yesterday," he said. 


Kirk was indignant. "I wanted to suprise you. Why do you think I haven't 
let you watch me work all week?" 


"Sorry about that," answered McCoy with a grin. 
"Well, Doctor, don't keep me in suspense. How did you like it?" 


McCoy stalled for a moment, teasing. "It's beautiful, Jim." To McCoy, 
Kirk's smile seemed to light the fading day. 


"It's yours, Bones. I want you to have it." [t's ak I can offer. 
McCoy smiled and lifted his glass. "A toast, Jim. To absent friends." 


Kirk lifted his glass in response. They drank the toast. Then Kirk set 
his glass on the table carefully. It rested on the edge, but he moved it before 
the Doctor noticed. 


McCoy laughed suddenly. 
"What's so funny? " 


"I was just remembering Spock on a horse. He looked so uncomfortable." 
"He was," said Kirk. "I think he was the one who was nervous about horses 
A faraway look came over Kirk. "What I remember most vividly was that first 
morning. The three of us watching the sunrise together. I wished then that 

I could stop time." 7 sti22 do. He couldn't make out McCoy very clearly. 

Only shapes were visible to him now and he knew he had better go. "How about 
helping me sort out the shells this evening." 


"Sure, why not?" 


Kirk placed his hands on the side of the chair and rose, pushing the chair 
back carefully. He put his hand casually on the table to steady himself. 


"T'm beat. I think I'll take a nap before dinner," he said. He moved 
toward the glass doors, trying not to walk so slowly as to arouse McCoy's 
suspicions. His vision was very bad now and he felt weak. He stood in the 
doorway and looked back to where he knew the Doctor was seated. He could 
not make him out at all. 
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"IT Jove you, Bones," he said and went into the house. Good-bye. 


McCoy felt a twinge of fear and tears filled his eyes. "I love you too, 
Jim," he said softly, but Kirk had already gone. 


Kirk moved slowly, managing to round the corner into the hall and out 
of the Doctor's line of sight, before his failing body betrayed him. His right 
leg buckled under him and he lost his balance, almost falling. He put out 
a hand and caught the sofa. Leaning against it for a moment, he caught his 
breath. Only a few more geet. His eyesight was almost completely gone now, 
only a little light filtered through. Feeling his way around the room, he found 
the entrance to his bedroom. He closed the door behind him and leaned against it. 


He made his way across the room to the glass doors overlooking the ocean. 
Fumbling for the latch, he drew them open. 


He felt the waning warmth of the sun on his face. Blind now, his heart 
still saw, what his eyes could not. Despite the beauty, he had always hated 
this time of day, the dying of the light, for he felt it was a kind of death. 
But he understood now what Spock had been trying to tell him, what he should 
have known himself. Without the sunset, there would be no sunrise to marvel 
at. The night was simply a waiting time, a time when all things could rest. 
It had a beauty all its own. He understood at last. Justa bries night 
to prepare the way for the momring. He suddenly felt very tired and making 
his way to the bed, laid down. His eyes closed. So tired. 


He slept. 
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IN THE MORNING 













Vision dim, 
Breath garks, 
Awaneness fades. 


Yet the Long dark tunnel 


Through which I pass, 
Unveils a brilliance at the end. 


Anda Light that holds a promise, 
04 dawns to be, 
04 tomorrows stikk to come. 


06 a new beginning, 
When the sun shakl rise 
On eternkty, 
Beside cn old gntend 
Who watts gor me, 
In the morning. 
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Take a lump of clay 
Wet it, pat it 
Make a statue of you 
And a statue of me 
Then shatter them, 
ae ss PORTS, ERE het Clatter them, 
SP CK SPOCK ee Px Nid some water, 
And break them 
And mold them 
Posy, Hee Into a state of me. 
SPOCK SPOCK K rz Then mn mine, 
There are bits of you 
And in you 
ere ave bits of me. 
Nothing shall ever keep us apart. 


KUAN TAO SHENG 


(sung Dynasty) 
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T Lost myseks, 

Standing tna cold, sti§§ wind 
On an empty alien plain. 

The wind whips round me, 
Savagely Sending ice, 

In 42eezing cascades, 

Against my face and neck. 

The cokd cuts cruelly. 


There's a Subthe difference, 

A gentheness tnterceeding, 
Standing between the wind and 1. 
There are hands that reach, 

Arms that §ind me 

With a warm embrace. 

And I accept. 


Warmed and cherished, 
I cherish the warmth. 
The dark 45 banished in 


Tee crystals aflame with Light and Life. 


T've found myseks 
And you. 


Martha J. Bonds 
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Within the steel and alloy filignee 
06 her golden cage, 

The peark-whtte miracle 

0% science and technology 

Perches Like a giant bird 

Poised for slight 

Waiting for the One 

Who comes to set her free once more. 
Free - to surge with all her dormant power 
Which he, uxth his familiar touch, 
Wik coax to Life, 

Toward the awesome cloud 

That threatens annihilation 

04 thetr shared origin. 


He approaches. 

A mere and mortal man, 

Tears drowning the stars in his eyes, 
Evoked by the vision 

O04 his mechanized mistress 

Shackled inside her suspended prtson. 
His heart stirs in total empathy 

0§ Longing and desire 

To feek the winds of space once more 
To be as One - man and machine 
Against the unknown. 


What cynic dares to say 

She has no souk? 

He knows she wikl respond. 

His touch - as genthe as a Lover's kiss - 
Has Long been aunited, 

Even as he has dreamed - unaware - 

04 this moment. 


He, too, has been a prisoner - 
In heart and spirit, 

Bound by invisible chains 

04 duty and image... 

And disappointment. 

But fate has intervened, 

Set him back ona deteunined course 
To awake his Skeeping Beauty, 
To face their destiny 

And they wilh survive or perish 
Together. 


Beverly Volker 





Breathtaking ! 

Against the stikk, silent curtain of black 
The gkeaming metal skin 

Of this silver temptress 

Reflects the burnished glow of distant stars. 
HeX progress 44 uricommonly sLow 

Fon one who crossed galaxies 

In the wink of an eye. 

She strains to redspond, 

Obey the commands, 

But time and interference 

Have robbed her of the means. 


He approaches - 

A man of sctentific skill, 

The hammer of his heartbeat 

Exposing emotions he will seek to deny. 
He has Listened to her cry for help 

And remembered a Lifetime ago 

When he found a haven 

In her ceireutt and computer- filled bosom, 
Refuge in her warn steek auns. 


He has the knowkedge 

To give her back her days of youth, 
Fike her Lungs with the breath 

She needs to soar 

With strength and power 

Into the unknown enemy cloud 

Which cakls both Vulcan and Starship 
Toward its waiting vortex. 


He wilh respond to her need, 

Face the destiny that will etther 
Destroy on nenew both of then. 

He has feared/Longed for 

This moment of return. 

She knows 

She cakls, understands, demands. 
Her heart beats in rhythm with his. 
A Living machine? 

TLLogicak! 


Beverly Volker 





Facets OF Sove’ 


1 look at you,my human friend, and see- 
The pulsating red that spenles of life 
The vibrant orange that speaks Of. Jey 


The warmth geld that speaks of Love. 
Nothing is abe there for all to see. 


1 look at you, wy vulcan friend, and see’ 
The surgi green that speaks of Life 
Wlecaliee Wad ick opines we Gaivdek deat 
The intense pur le that speaks of deep emotion. 

Everything 1s Vidden - that none may see. 


Together we avre- 
The glory of a sumrise’ 
The’ pence’ of aA sunset 
A rainbow after the vain. 


Merged we become- 
The brilliance’ of stars in the darkness of the 
VWwerse. een oe 
Terri SY lvester 
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SOULS ENTWINED 


Kirk... the captain 
in command, in control 


... must be the captain; 
the image of perfection 
... indestructable, 
Starfleet's Finest. 

and yet... 

Spock... 

legs buckle... 40 tined 


I need... 


quivering hand presses 
at the furrowed brow 


you. 





1 ine 
WL ibid ee 


Spock... proper Vulcan 
logical, also in control 


... must be Vulcan; 
epitomy of reason, of restraint 


Vulcan by choice and birth. 
and yet... 


Jim... 


strong fingers grip the trembling 
arm in silent support... 
guiding the weaving figure to bed 


IT understand, 


soft fingertips caress 
the throbbing temple 


I an hene. 


KATHRYN E. MOORE 


i Cipoot 


Ny es ; 





However far we travel, 
Wherever we may ream, 
The center. of the cincle 
WALL always be out home. 


-- John Lennon 


Captain James Kirk and Commander Spock sat in silence, staring deep into 
each other's eyes. Oblivious to their surroundings, they ignored the soft music 
and muted conversations of other occupants of the Rec Deck. The place was nearly 
empty at this hour anyway; the others were clustered in small groups some dis- 
tance from their Captain and First Officer. 


After many long moments of contemplation, Kirk was the first to react. He 
felt his pulse quicken and knew his eyes betrayed his delight. Spock's expression 
changed as well to one of slight surprise and then amusement. 


The Vulcan sighed, shaking his head and glancing down at the vitronic-B 
board between them. Kirk had duplicated Spock's own mindfind patterns precisely. 
"I believe we should go back to chess, Captain," he said in a tone of mock 
exasperation. 


"I think I can still beat you at that game too, my friend," Kirk warned, 
smiling. 


Spock sat back, lifting his palm away from the board. "Yes, but your 


success at chess is the result of pure chance, while the psi-empathic skill. 
required for this game is more... disconcerting." 
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Kirk grinned wickedly for an instant, but when he replied his voice was 
soft. "See how well I know you?" When Spock did not answer, he went on en- 
couragingly, "Come on, let's try it again." 


Spock favored the Human with an appraising glance. '"Very well," he said 
decisively and leaned forward, indicating that Kirk was welcome to proceed. 


The Human touched his patm to the glass on his side of the board, again 
making mental connection with the game's circuitry. As his design was played 
out in the lights and lucite sculpture of the board, he looked up to meet the 
Vulcan's inquisitive gaze. 


The contest this time was more brief. Spock's eyes glowed as he caused a 
perfect replica of Kirk's patterns to emerge. To Kirk's look of consternation, 
he shrugged and commented, "It's quite simple, really, aS soon as one -- 
what is the expression -- gets the hang of it?" 


"Okay, you've made your point," Kirk laughed good-naturedly. "We're even." 
"Do you find that fact surprising?" Spock's voice was low, warmly melodic. 


Kirk smiled, leaning back against the orange upholstery. WNos not at all." 
That we're together, eventy matched in all things, no. That you're here, talking, 
nekaxing Like this... yes. Every now and then I catch myself feeling surprised 
again to see you aboand the Entenrprtse. 


Their empathy seemed to be fully intact. Spock replied as if Kirk had 
spoken aloud. "At times, I still wonder at the fact of my presence here." 


‘Ane you stikk sure you want to stay?’ Kirk wanted to ask, though he knew 
he didn't need to. The Vulcan had never seemed more certain, more serene, than 
he did now. Still, Kirk knew he had been through a lot in the past three years, 
and especially two weeks ago on the V'ger mission. While Spock had finally 
come to terms with the diverse sides of his personality, there remained some 
adjustments to be made. Life aboard the Enterprise was going to be very differ- 
ent from surviving in the harsh Vulcan desert. 


"T've come home, Jim." The Vulcan spoke simply, quietly. "The Enterprise 
seems much changed, but she holds my answers, still fulfills my needs. I am 
quite comfortable here." He glanced around the spacious Rec Deck, his tone 
growing more jovial. "I must confess though, that my cabin and the rest of the 
ship are appointed quite a bit more lavishly than my recent quarters on Vulcan. 
I'm not sure I can adapt to all this... luxury." 


Despite the lightness of the words, Kirk frowned. During the two weeks 
the Enterprise had been on shake-down, he had learned some of the details of 
Spock's meager existance on Gol. The disciplines were harsh, exacting, painful 
both physically and emotionally, and Kirk ached inside when he thought of what 
Spock had felt he had to put himself through. Nevertheless, to look at him, 
Kirk had to believe that the reinstated Commander was making the transition 
smoothly. Perhaps his years of privation and self-examination had served to 
prepare him for this homecoming, to accept and enjoy his own emotions, rather 


than to purge them, as he had once thought. Still, mused the Human, somewhat 
annoyed at the perversity of his thoughts, he had not yet been put to the test, 
he had thus far faced only the routine of life aboard ship. Might he not feel 
safer retreating into logic at some future time when a crisis presented itself? 


Spock shivered slightly, bringing Kirk's attention back to the immediate 
situation. "You're still feeling cold," he rebuked the Vulcan. "Doesn't your 
shirt keep you warm enough?" he asked, indicating the blue collar protruding 
from the neck of Spock's uniform. 


"It helps," Spock assured, massaging his arms. "I am adapting. After 
several hours, however, my concentration moves on to other things which are more 
important than my physical comfort." 


Kirk shook his head. hat sounded like something a disciple of the 
Kolinahr would say. "Have you been down to see Bones today?" he asked, though 
he thought he could guess the answer. '"I don't want you going without those 
vitamin shots." 


"Jim," Spock began patiently, "I have told you that on Gol, I trained my 
body to compensate for the lack of injesting certain B-complexes... " 


"Uh-huh," Kirk replied, "you learned to subsist on a starvation diet, in 
other words." He started to say something else, but the perceptive Vulcan was 
ahead of him. 


"I'm not fatigued, either, Jim." There was a faint trace of amusement in 
the deep voice. "If you remember, I learned to require but two point four... " 


"Right." Kirk interruped him again. "And I also remember that after the 
dalfiliene wore off you collapsed on the bridge and had to be carried back down 
to Sickbay where you slept for three days. ‘Two point four hours'... like hell!" 


"Really, Jim," Spock protested, "You are beginning to remind me of McCoy. 
Isn't this an example of what you call ‘mother-henning'?" 


Chagrined, Kirk eased up. He couldn't really treat the Vulcan like a 
child. Spock seemed to know his limitations. Still, the Human couldn't help 
his concern. "It's late and I'm planning on getting some rest." Almost 
embarrassed, Kirk added, "I don't want to sound bossy, but... " 


Spock drew himself up straight, dignity unruffled. "Think nothing of it, 
Captain. Considering that tomorrow's schedule will be rather hectic, I believe 
I too shall retire early this evening." 


"Good." Kirk returned to his earlier teasing tone. "Let's go. I insist 
that all my officers be in perfect health -- and you deserve the luxury." He 
paused, continuing more seriously, "Sorry if I sounded over-protective... I 
just... " ... just feek maybe I neglected you -- and that during the Last three 
years you neglected yoursels... 


Spock might have read the Human's thoughts again. He mumbled something 
under his breath as they proceeded toward Sickbay, and to Kirk it sounded like, 
"You are one luxury | could learn to accept...” 
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Spock did not sleep the full eight hours his Captain had suggested; though 
the large new bed in his quarters was comfortable, he awoke two hours early. For 
a few moments he let himself stretch langourously beneath the silky sheets, then 
went to shower and dress in his uniform. 


It was not habit alone that had caused him to awaken so early. He was in 
truth anxious to begin the new day aboard the Enterprise. The Vulcan admitted 
the eagerness he felt regarding the return to his work on this ship. After 
the harshness of Gol, the sterility and aloneness of the past years, the 
cameraderie of the crew was most welcome, imparting a feeling of comfort and 
relaxation such as he had never known. 


Spirits were running high aboard the refurbished ship. The success of the 
V'ger mission had cemented rapport between the old hands and the newly assigned 
crewpersons. Spock felt a part of that rapport in a more immediate way than 
ever before, finding himself especially receptive to the warmth the crew projected, 
and no longer felt the need, as he had upon his arrival, to close himself off ~ 
from it. Perhaps he might never be any more demonstrative toward the crew in 
general than he had been, but he suspected that those who had known him previously 
would sense the changes in him nevertheless. 


He was home again. Three weeks ago he had never expected to see this ship 
and these Humans again. Even after his arrival, he had not thought about 
staying. The reunion was sufficiently painful... and he had not dared to expect 
that the ship would survive. 


The Enterprise and Earth did survive however, and Spock of Vulcan had come 
back to stay. Though the events of the mission were in themselves awesome, 
Spock found himself marvelling as much over the more personal connotations as 
the cosmic. He had come here to find answers for his own questions, answers 
which had eluded him on Gol. Yet he had also come in response to a need he 
had sensed within Kirk. It was a need he had tried to deny, a tie he'd tried to 
sever. The Vulcan scientist knew that seldom did the universal laws of logic -- 
or the whims of fate -- allow for second chances. He counted himself very lucky. 


After dressing, Spock sat down at the desk in the work area and punched 
up the schematics for the computer sections he would test today, reminding 
himself that he should put the extra time this morning to better use than the 
romantic cogitation of recent events. Just because he admitted and accepted his 
emotions was no reason to throw away his logic entirely. The control so care- 
fully gained through the rigid discipline of Gol could be tempered to this life 
and would stand him in good stead. Abruptly, Spock's mind supplied a picture 
of Kirk's disapproval of the sight of him sitting up, fully dressed and be- 
ginning his day's work an hour and a half before his duty shift -- and all without 
taking time for a proper breakfast. 


Spock flipped off his computer readout. After three years of virtual 
isolation, he was grateful for the close companionship he and Kirk were sharing 
now. Spock was not used to having someone worry about him though. He had lived 
a spartan life and creature comforts, no matter how pleasing, seemed superfluous. 
The Human saw things differently, and Spock did not really mind. He supposed 
Kirk was right in saying that he owed himself a little 'luxury'. What his 
Captain did not realize however, was that just being with Kirk was luxury enough. 
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Home at Last... Spock thought as he rose to leave the cabin. Stik, things 
have definiteky changed here. The ship appeared more spacious, brighter and more 
colorful. It all seemed a bit new, a bit strange and lacking the personal touches. 
Spock had not realized until now -~- the closeness he'd been sharing with Kirk 
must have camoflaged the deficiency before -- but all at once he realized the 
rooms he inhabited were nearly as devoid of warmth, familiarity and personality 
as the caves in which he'd slept on the desert. 


His quarters were likely to remain so for quite some time. Spock had 
nothing with which to personalize them, having brought only a small carry case 
with him from Vulcan. Only a small case of clothing... Spock sighed, suddenly 
feeling chilly again. A bit distractedly, he reached to turn up the thermostat 
before stepping into the corridor. 


He stopped at the door to the Captain's cabin. Kirk answered the buzzer 
immediately and Spock entered the rooms to find him up, dressed and busily 
engaged in unpacking six or seven cartons that had been delivered sometime 
during the night. 


"Morning, Spock." Kirk looked up from his work long enough to favor the 
Vulcan with a smile. "Courier finally caught up with us," he said by way of 
explanation, indicating the cartons. "Now I can get this place looking like 
home." 


"Indeed." Spock came forward to assist him. Together they unpacked a 
carton of leather-bound books, Kirk's personal favorites. 


The Captain's fingers caressed the old volumes lovingly as he lay them 
on the shelf above the bed. "Funny -- I can remember reading and re-reading 
these on nights when things were tense out here, nights when a mission had gone 
wrong or I couldn't sleep because of decisions to be made and weighing what was 
right and what was wrong. They gave me some peace and some distance... " The 
Human looked up, meeting Spock's eyes. "I don't believe I opened any of them 
once during the last three years." 


Spock watched a fleeting sadness, tinged with a shadow of regret, pass 
through Kirk's expressive eyes. The Vulcan swallowed, slightly uncomfortable, 
aware that he had been at least partly the cause of those feelings. The books 
and other possessions held good memories, though. They cheered the rooms, 
making them seem less empty than Spock's. 


The Captain placed the last book on the shelf then, and his face brightened. 
"Don't look so down, Spock," he chided. "There's no use analyzing everything 
that happened or every move we made. All I know is, I'm glad to be back. I 
think we can put the last three years into perspective -- take what we learned 
and apply it to now. And take the best from the last five year mission, too." 


Spock's eyes echoed the warmth in Kirk's tone; he tried to quash his own 
regrets and the sudden sense of loss evoked by the sight of Kirk's mementos. 
He too felt it would be wise to overlook past mistakes. One of his own errors, 
he saw now, had been in not saying what he felt, not finding the words necessary 
to express himself. Though there was much between them that required no 
verbalization, Spock sensed that his speaking aloud would be comforting -- 


to both of them. "I agree," he said, letting his hand come to rest for a moment 
on Kirk's wrist. "Looking back would serve no useful purpose. Mistakes were 
made on both our parts. It is my opinion that the fates have intervened in our 
lives again, setting us back on the proper course." 


Kirk's eyes twinkled; he appeared both amused and touched by the Vulcan's 
statement. He checked the chronometer and sighed. "It's getting late. I won't 


be able to finish here and still have time for breakfast before the watch begins. 


I suppose my redecorating can wait until this evening." 


Spock surveyed the clutter skeptically. "Are you sure you'll have time 
to complete the job in just one evening?" 


Kirk glared at him a moment, then shrugged. "So, my yeoman at the Base 
was a little over-zealous in the packing. But I'm glad so much was sent." 
He glanced pointedly at the blank walls and newly installed consoles. "All this 
stuff makes me feel more at home in here, like a link between the old Enterprise 
and the new -- and to the old me, too." 


"T understand." This time Spock was not teasing. He had spoken sincerely, 
but couldn't keep a certain wistfulness out of the remark. 


Kirk seemed to catch something in the tone of his voice. "Are you having 
your things sent, or would you prefer to go pick them up? Scotty did say we 
could have you home in four days." 


"A special trip will not be necessary." Spock's throat felt tight, the 
way it used to when though he knew being more specific would have been helpful 
he could not force any more than the most formal of words past his lips. He 
swallowed, seeing that Kirk was about to question him further. Trying to abide 
by his resolution to express himself clearly and fully, he began, "I... there 
is nothing I... need... " He could not go on. 


Kirk didn't understand, though he obviously realized something was wrong. 
"What is it, Spock?" he asked gently. 


It still hurt to think about, even after all this time. Spock lifted his 
eyes to the ceiling, dragging them away from the sight of Kirk's possessions. 
"When one enters the discipline of the Kolinahr, all worldy goods must be given 
up. I... " He faltered again, then finished hurreidly, " ... there is nothing 
on Vulcan which is mine." 


There was a moment of shocked silence. When Spock sensed the Human was 
about to stammer an apology, he finally sought Kirk's eyes. The open compassion 
that met his gaze was almost more than he could handle, however, and before he 
had time to analyze what he was doing, the Vulcan retreated behind a wall of 
non-emotion. "It is something I accepted long ago, Jim," he stated with only 
the barest hint of hesitation in his voice. "Something which, at the time, 

I thought was for the best, particularly in my case. As I said a moment ago, 
bitterness serves no purpose." 


Kirk opened his mouth to speak, closed it and tried again, as if a hundred 
questions swirled through his mind. "But... is there no way to get them back?" 
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Spock answered him with a look. In his own mind, he could still see the 
way his quarters used to look. "I am glad that you have so many mementos from 
those days, Jim," he said, though he knew his voice was hollow. Control was 
difficult to unlearn, and in this instance he was glad he still possessed the 
ability. He knew his tone clearly demonstrated he had no wish to discuss the 
subject further. Kirk looked abashed though, and Spock sought to relieve his 
concern. Forcing himself to relax, he went on casually, "At least there will 
be less in my quarters that will require cleaning and maintenance.” 


Kirk, too, seemed to attempt lightness, though he did not sound fully 
convinced. "Okay. At any rate, let's go have some breakfast. I don't know 
about you, but I'm starved." 


"Breakfast would be most welcome." Spock succeeded in pushing aside the 
last vestiges of remorse and when they reached the Officer's Mess, he ate 
almost as hearty a meal as the Captain. 


D98000 


Orce on the Bridge, neither man had much time to indulge in personal 
considerations. Kirk coordinated the tests on navigation and weapons control 
while Spock continued his in-depth computer check-out. The procedures were 
well underway for the morning when Uhura reported a call from Starfleet Command. 


It was Admiral Nogura. Kirk nodded pleasantly in greeting. 


"Good morning, Captain Kirk." There was an edge to the Admiral's voice, 
a slight inflection on the word 'captain'. 


Kirk pretended not to notice. "Something, Admiral?" 


Nogura nodded, getting down to business. "If the Enterprise is space- 
worthy," he prefaced, though both men knew there was to be no ‘if! about it, 
"you are ordered to Sector 3. We've had a priority one distress call from 
our colony on Emery IV. Communications have been too garbled to get all the 
details, but it's some kind of natural disaster -- earthquakes, flooding. The 
colony is in chaos. They need medical help, and fast, Kirk." 


"I see." Kirk nodded, then leaned toward Sulu. "Compute ETA at warp 8, , 
Mr. Sulu." 


The helmsman busied himself at his board a moment, then replied. '"Twenty- 
one hours, sir." 


"Good, Kirk," Nogura answered, having heard Sulu's estimate. "Your medical 
department can handle this, I'm sure. See that we get a report of casualties 
and that your geologists find out what happened. I don't need to remind you of 
the colony's importance. " 


"No, sir." Kirk knew that Emery IV had an old established colony made up 
of scientists and engineers from several Federation races. Their chief industry 
was mining and dilithium crystals were plentiful. The colonists had successfully 
developed the planet and had been a great help to the small native population. 


Colonists and those indigenous to the planet had intermarried and a thriving 
culture was the result. Emery IV was held up as a textbook example of Federation 
policy in action. 


Nogura looked satisfied. "You may get underway when ready, Captain." 
"Aye, sir." 


Within moments, orders had been given and the U.S.S. Enterprise was 
streaking her way toward the first assignment of her new mission. 


As the big ship neared the Emery system, communications with the colonists 
improved. After the first garbled reports, more information began to come in 
and Kirk was able to get some idea of the types and numbers of casualties. A 
series of earthquakes along a fault-line that crossed through the most heavily 
populated area had occurred and more were expected. 


Earlier in the day, Kirk had briefed his department heads on what was 
already known about the crisis. Just as his duty shift was ending, the 
Enterprise received word that a new quake in the heart of the colony had badly 
damaged the already-overflowing main hospital. 


Kirk decided to stop off at the Sickbay complex to let McCoy know about the 
latest development. 


The outer rooms were in a flurry of activity. Medical personnel and 
technicians were preparing crates of supplies to be beamed to the surface on 
arrival. In the center of what looked to Kirk like a mass of clutter stood 
Dr. Christine Chapel, clipboard in hand, directing operations. 


She smiled as he made his way through the disorder. "I know it looks bad 
now," she began, obviously realizing what he'd been thinking, "but we'll have 
it all squared away in time." 


"Good, Chris," Kirk returned, "but you may have more to handle down there 
than we first thought. The major hospital's just been destroyed. " 


"Oh, my." Chapel looked both grim and determined. "You'll want to speak 
to Dr. McCoy, too, then. He's in his office." 


Kirk left her to her job and made his way through the disarray. Behind him, 
he could hear her calling new orders to her aides. 


In his office, McCoy was also surrounded by clutter, but it took Kirk a 
moment to realize that the doctor was unpacking rather than loading articles 
into the cartons that filled the room. 

"What are you doing, Bones?" Kirk couldn't help grinning. 

McCoy looked up. "Jim, this is probably the last chance I'll have to 


get these things put away. If I don't do it now, they'll spend the next five 
years still packed up." 
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Kirk held up a hand. "Okay, okay. I was just asking. Still, I thought 
you'd be as hard at work getting ready to beam down as the rest of your depart- 
ment." 


McCoy glared at him, but his tone was light. "One of the things I loved 
about being CMO but thought I'd forgotten was the privilege of being able to 
delegate authority. Chris has everything under control, Jim. I'll be settled 
when you need me." 


Kirk described the recent damage to the hospital on Emery IV. McCoy 
considered a moment, then nodded. "We were planning on having to set up a 
field hospital anyway. It'll just mean moving down a bit more equipment and 
bedding. I must say, the designers certainly gave us the resources to do it." 
He glanced appreciatively around his newly refurbished office. 


"Good. I was sure you could handle it." Kirk sat down as McCoy went 
back to his unpacking. The Captain glanced at the shelves, the desk top and 
the glass-enclosed cases along the wall. They seemed full already, but still 
the doctor pulled items from the cartons. "Bones," Kirk wondered finally, 
"what zs all this?" 


McCoy sighed. "It is a terrible mess, isn't? And you should see my 
quarters. These are just the left-overs, the keepsakes and specimens." 


"T don't understand. Aren't you the guy who always reminded me to 
travel light?" 


"IT should have reminded my housekeeper of that." 
"Your housekeeper?" 


"Ms. Deren. I hired her to look after my house, and she's always sort of 
looked after me, too." * 


"A little too well, I'd say," Kirk chuckled. 

"Now, Jim," McCoy chided. "I wasn't really very specific about what 
I wanted her to send. My orders got me here in such a rush I didn't have time 
to get anything together. She just wanted my office to seem homey." 

Kirk looked dubious. "It does. It does." 


McCoy opened another box, glanced in at the contents, shuddered and 
closed it again. He sat down. "That can wait. Care for a drink?" 


Kirk accepted the offered glass and the two sat in silence for a moment. 
Finally Kirk spoke. "I did some unpacking this morning, too. Spock came in 
and... " 

"How is he, Jim?" 


"You know, Bones, if you'd asked that last night, I'd have said everything 
was fine. Now, I'm not so sure." 


*see "Spanish Moss” by Pamela S. Rose, NOME 4 
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"What happened?" 


"Nothing happened. I found out something, that's all. He came in while 
I was putting things away and I mentioned that we could either have a courier 
bring his things out or we could arrange to go pick them up. He told me it 
wouldn't be necessary. Bones... he has nothing -- nothing left from before." 
Kirk looked down at his hands, his mind replaying the scene in his quarters, 
hearing again the hurt in the deep voice, watching the pain in the face he'd 
been able to read so well. Just Like always. No. Don't Let us go down that 
hoad again... Kirk took a sip of his drink and went on. "Apparently, a 
disciple of the Kolinahr must relinquish all his worldy goods. I have no 
idea what that means -- they could be in cold storage or they could have been 
phasered out of existance... I don't know." 


"Spock wouldn't say?" McCoy guessed. 


"No, and I didn't press. It obviously hurt him to think about his 
things. Those beautiful Vulcan artifacts... his firepot... oh, damn -- his 
lyrette. God, Bones... " Kirk fully empathized with Spock’s pain. "But you 
know, he couldn't talk about it. He hid the hurt -- almost, almost the way 
he used to. His voice got cold and his face had that closed mask..." 


"Almost like he used to?" McCoy struck a nerve with that comment. The 
words ‘or exactly’ hung in the air, unspoken. 


"Are you saying he hasn't changed, Doctor?" Kirk challenged, annoyed that 
McCoy had perceived his own worry. "That he can't? Maybe he did go 'Vulcan' 
on me, but why not? Would you want to talk about giving up everything you owned 
that meant anything to you?" 


"Take it easy, Jim. I'm not faulting him. I know he's had a rough time 
these last few years, and just as rough a time on the V'ger mission." 


"T know, too. He's mentioned things, off and on. Bones, we can't imagine 
what it was like for him on Vulcan. I know he thought he had to do it, but -- " 


"But you couldn't stop him. Let it go, Jim. It's over. He's back now, 
trying to put it behind him. Maybe you feel you let him down somehow, didn't 
hear a cry for help that he couldn't even make during those last years of the 
mission, and that you couldn't reach him while he was on Vulcan. You've got 
a chance now, all three of us do." 


Kirk gave a slight smile, grateful for McCoy's steadiness. "You're 
right. It worried me, though. He was so relaxed, so comfortable these last 
few days. And happy, I thought." 


McCoy leaned forward, meeting Kirk's eyes as he spoke. "Give him time, 
Jim. He worked a lifetime to build his controls, maybe he can't learn to let 
go so fast." 


The Captain nodded and finished his drink. "Thanks, Bones, I tried 


never to push him before, guess I shouldn't now." He rose and started for the 
door. "Come on, we've both got work to do." 
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McCoy snorted. "You sat behind a desk for three years. It's about time 
you got off your... " 


"Oh no, Doctor. I worked hard -- and I learned quite a lot." 
"What?" McCoy was suspicious. 


"How to delegate authority!" Kirk mimicked McCoy's earlier tone. "Now, 
get moving, Mister!" 


As he hurried through the door, Kirk could hear the doctor beginning to 
laugh. 


The Captain made his way to his quarters feeling somewhat heartened. He 
was still concerned about Spock, but determined to try to help ease the Vulcan's 
transition back into a normal way of life. With the help of a friend, Kirk thought, 
he could finally achieve the peace he sought and allow all the old wounds to heal. 


Kirk sat down at his desk and checked the chronometer. They were still 
nearly twelve hours away from Emery IV and he had many tasks to perform before 
the Enterprise reached her destination. He decided he'd better follow his own 
orders and get busy. First though, he put in a call to Uhura. There was 
something with which she could assist him. 





When the Enterprise arrived, Emery IV was in complete chaos. Though the 
planet's inhabitants had been able to function when the quakes began, as the 
crisis worsened, they found themselves more and more devastated by the disaster. 
The area of the seismic disturbance extended throughout the heavily populated 
low lands and up into the difficult to reach mountain communities. Limited 
amounts of food had been stored for emergency use and the scope of the 
earthquakes was so vast that seventy percent of the population was without 
shelter. Medical personnel were faced not only with injuries but also the 
spread of infectious disease as water supplies became contaminated. 


Kirk's staff set to work immediately, organizing with the available 
inhabitants to get things under control. Teams from engineering began building 
emergency shelters while geologists attempted to investigate the possibility 
of preventing further quakes. The injured were cared for in the two field 
hospitals set up,one in the charge of Dr. Chapel and the other headed by Dr. 
McCoy. Shuttle teams were sent to search for survivors of mountain quakes. 


Three days after the arrival of the Enterprise, a new series of quakes 
began, this time in one of the out-lying towns. Collapsing buildings and 
a flooded river threw the people into a panic. As things seemed under control 
in the main city, Lerren, Kirk and Spock accompanied the rescue team sent to 
the new disaster area. The Captain felt his official presence would calm the 
people and let them know that the Federation was doing everything possible to 
help them. 


As the two shuttles touched down on a hill overlooking the village of 


Toulon, the emergency team got a view of devastation nearly as bad as the one 
they had faced back in Lerren. 
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Spock followed Kirk out of the shuttle and as they took in the sight of 
the town, the two paused, their eyes meeting briefly. The sight of so much 
destruction and the suffering of sentient beings had an effect on both of them. 
It might have been safer for the Captain and First Officer to remain back in 
Lerren, or even on the ship, but each man felt there was something he personally 
could do to help. There was no time for conversation, however. Both officers 
set about getting the rescue operation underway. 


Most of the houses were partially submerged by the river that had flooded 
its banks that morning and other structures had partially collapsed. In pairs, 
the Enterprise crew members moved out, looking for survivors. 


In the chill morning air, Toulon at first remained quiet. As the rescuers 
began calling, shouts started echoing back and forth and it was realized that 
many citizens had survived. Kirk shot a look of relief at Spock as the two 
climbed over the rubble of what had once been a school. 


A number of people had gathered in a large building on the high bank. The 
rescuers moved in that direction. As they did, more cries for help were heard 
and several of the villagers could be seen hanging out of the windows, waving 
desperately. 


As they negotiated the rocky ground, Kirk stopped short and put a hand out, 
clasping Spock's forearm. The Vulcan paused beside him. 


"Something, Captain?" 


"That building doesn't look too stable, Spock." Kirk answered without 
taking his eyes from the precariously balanced structure. 


Spock looked at it appraisingly. "It should remain steady if the people 
do not move about within it too much." 


Kirk spoke into his wrist communicator, telling Lt. Van Buren, who was 
closest to the building, to warn its occupants. 


Seconds later, another tremor shook the ground at their feet. Kirk swayed. 
Spock reached out to support him, but both were thrown to the ground as the 
earth shuddered violently. There was a roaring sound as man-made structures 
shook and boulders tossed about. 


Spock raised his head and blinked dust from his eyes. He felt slightly 
dazed, but pushed himself up to his knees, looking around for Kirk. 


"Jim!" 


The Captain was already sitting up and pushing aside debris in annoyance. 
Spock reached him and the two helped each other to their feet. 


"You are uninjured?" Spock grasped Kirk's shoulders. 


"T think so." Kirk appeared distracted. He reached a hand toward the 
Vulcan's head. "You're hurt, though." 
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Spock flinched as the Human's fingers brushed his temple. They came away 
smeared with dark green blood. Spock barely noticed though. Hearing that Kirk 
was all right, he had turned back toward the building. 


Kirk followed his gaze. "Damn." Spock's minor injury temporarily 
forgotten, they moved off again toward the collapsed structure. 


It had fallen so that most of the people inside were thrown into the swollen 
river. Some were trapped beneath the surface, others were struggling to stay 
above the water in spite of injuries. Most of the Enterprise rescue team was 
unhurt. Some of the crew moved to help those who were trapped and drowning, while 
others treated the injured on dry ground. 


Kirk and Spock waded into the water at the river bank and began pulling 
frightened citizens up on the shore. The cold water made Spock shiver and his 
head began throbbing after only a few minutes of exertion. The bleeding from 
the cut had stopped, and he willed himself to ignore the discomfort. 


A woman was drowning. She was floundering in the deep water near the 
middle of the river. At the same time, both Kirk and Spock plunged into the 
water and together they swam out to rescue her. 


Kirk put his arm around her neck and began towing her back to shore. The 
woman fought him, crying out desperately. She nearly pushed the Captain under 
and in the struggle to subdue her, Spock managed to swallow large mouthfuls. 


"No! The children! No!" the woman cried again. 


Kirk finally managed to get a better hold on her. He met Spock's eyes. 
"The children? Where? Where are they?" 


Coughing, the woman could only wave her arm frantically in the direction 
of the submerged building. 


"Okay." Kirk tried to soothe her. "We'll get them. Don't worry." 
Again his eyes locked with the Vulcan's. "Can you make it out there?" 


Spock avoided the question, answering with a comment based in logic. 
"You appear to have the better hold on the lady, sir." 


Kirk grimaced but agreed. His eyes traveled to the other crewpersons 
aiding villagers near the sinking building. "Get some help. And when I get 
her to safety, I'll come out, too." 


The two separated, Kirk heading for the shore while Spock swam out to 
the danger area. The First Officer shouted orders at Enterprise personnel 
and soon everyone who could was &elping him search for the missing children. 


The youngsters, it was soon discovered, were trapped in a section of the 
building that had not disintegrated upon falling into the river. A small air 
pocket in the room had kept them alive thus far, but the water was rapidly 
rising. 


The water was dark and freezing cold. Spock dove beneath the surface and 
tried, with the help of Ensigns Winter and Arnold, to break into the submerged 
chamber. The effort took several moments and when at last the door yielded 
to combined Vulcan and Human strength, all was strangely still in the underwater 
room. 


Winter and Arnold swam to the surface, their air supply exhausted, but 
Spock pushed into the dark tomb. He could make out just one form in the dimness 
and grasping it, turned and propelled himself out of the building and up 
toward the fresh air. 


In the light, he discovered that he held the lifeless body of a young boy. 
The fear that he would be too late to save any of the others drove him to dive, 
without hesitation, beneath the surface again. 


Ensign Winter descended beside him, carrying a porta-light. The beam 
helped to illuminate the errie interior of the children's prison. Winter and 
Spock found two more still forms and carried their burdens to the surface. 


Three bodies. Spock dove again, this time vaguely aware that it was his 
Captain who swam at his side. Kirk found a fourth tiny body and started out of 
the room, while Spock pushed toward the far corner. He thought he could discern 
a small remaining airspace and saw that another child clung there, still breathing. 


Stil akive. Spock reached the youngster and felt small hands clutch at 
him convulsively. His head broke the surface of water at the disappearing air 
pocket. "Take a deep breath, child," he commanded. Frightened eyes met his, 
but he was instantly obeyed. 


Taking the frail body firmly, Spock propelled himself through the water- 
filled chamber. He felt a moment of frantic doubt when he was unable to locate 
the door. 


There... He pushed against the bottom with all his strength and was 
breaking the surface, still clasping the choking child,before either of them 
ran out of air. 


Kirk was there, trying to take her from him and lift her into a boat, 
but the girl's arms were locked too tightly around Spock's neck. The Captain 
and two others helped pull:the Vulcan and his charge to safety then, and began 
rowing for the shore. Leaning back in the small paddle-boat, the half-drowned 
child still sobbing against his neck, Spock realized he was shaking as much 
as she. 


Kirk had noted his condition and was wrapping a blanket around Vulcan 
and child. Spock's fingers brushed the long, wet hair from the little girl's 
face. She looked up at him, an expression of utter trust in the reddened 
eyes. 


Spock went weak, the adrenaline draining out of him, the look in the child's 
eyes causing a strange sensation within that seemed to wring his heart. He 
glanced up and, finding Kirk still watching him, reached to clasp the Human's 
hand. 
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"You never cease to amaze me," Kirk whispered, his voice a soothing balm 
to Spock's frayed nerves. 


The Vulcan tried to speak.and found he was more drained than he had 
realized. "Had to... save...couldn't let them... all die... " 


Moments later, the boat was dragged ashore and one small girl, a slightly 
dazed Vulcan and a very bedraggled starship Captain were helped out. 


GOS00o 


PD resouns survivor of the Toulon disaster lay in a bed in a corner of 
the large ward at McCoy's field hospital. At her side sat Commander Spock, 
looking the picture of unruffled Vulcan dignity as he watched over her from 
the vantage point of a stool pulled close to the cot. 


Kirk approached quietly and laid a hand on Spock's shoulder by way of 
greeting. 


The Vulcan put a finger to his lips as he looked up at his Captain. "She's 
sleeping, finally." 


"That's good." Kirk's answer was quiet. "She's doing better, then." 


"My presence seems reassuring." Spock flexed his shoulders as he spoke. 
"She was visiting relatives in Toulon. Her-family lives here in Lerren. We 
haven't been able to locate them yet." 


Kirk looked down at the sleeping child. "Poor little thing. She's been 
through a lot." 


Spock nodded. Kirk moved to stand behind him and lifted his hands to 
the Vulcan's shoulders, massaging tensed muscles. Spock leaned back against 
the Human gratefully. 


"Come on," Kirk urged, "let's beam up and have some supper. I've called 
an early department heads' meeting." 


Spock looked up, a warm glint in his eyes. "Still fussing over your errant 
Vulcan?" 


Kirk noted that one brow was arched teasingly. "That's right. Besides, 
I hate to eat alone." He nodded toward the child. "McCoy will call you if 
she needs you during the night." 


Spock stood and surprised his Captain by admitting to being hungry. "I 
haven't eaten since breakfast." He bent over the child a moment, adjusting her 
coverlet and placing a gentle hand on her forehead, then turned back to Kirk. 
"Let's go, Jim. I'm famished." 
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The child opened expressive brown eyes and gazed up at her visitor. She 
started to greet him, but her voice choked into a rasping cough. 


"Are you all right?" Spock was concerned. 

She made a face. "The water was nasty." 

Spock nodded, concurring. "I have good news for you. We have contacted 
your parents. They were taken some distance away by a rescue team. They'll be 
here tomorrow." 

The child was eager. "When tomorrow?" 

"I'm not certain. Late afternoon, I believe." 

"Good. I'm tired of waiting." 

"They are coming as fast as they can." The Vulcan refrained from adding 
that the mother had been injured and was waiting to be released from the 
hospital before seeing her child. It was felt that the little girl had suffered 
enough trauma and the sight of her mother in less than good condition would 
needlessly upset her. Spock pulled a stool close to the cot and sat down. 

His eyes fell on a sheet of paper on the bedside tray. "What's this?" 

"I like to draw." 

Spock sensed the shyness in her voice. "May I see it?" 

There was a pause, then she nodded. 

The Vulcan blinked in surprise as he examined the rough, colored picture. 
Though obviously rendered by a childish hand, it showed a depth of artistic 
expression and statement that he would have hardly believed possible. 

"That's you, up there in the stars," she pointed. 

"And below, in the sea?" 


She grinned. "That's me, of course. See, you're saving me." 


Spock swallowed. In the drawing, the Vulcan's hand reached toward the 
girl's seemingly about to lift her out of the water and up into the stars. 


"It's not finished yet," she told him softly. "I ran out of blue. And 
I got sleepy... " Again, the nagging cough interrupted her. 


"I shall see to it that you get some more colors, if you wish." Spock's 
voice was gentle. 


The girl's eyes closed for a moment. She seemed lost, far away. "Did I 
ever tell you what my name means?" 


"Lestara?" 


"It's 'Child of Light'. I was born in the early morning, Mother said. 
It was the end of all their dark years alone." 


"Your parents waited a long time for children?" 


She sighed. "Yes. Mother and Father were lonely until I came. They had 
no tomorrow, they said. Now they do." 


Lestara's hand came up to rub at her eyes. 


"Do you feel unwell, child?" Her simplicity and innocence had evoked 
feelings of tenderness in the Vulcan. He welcomed the warmth, the experience 
of such feelings, yet he was concerned by her lassitude. 


"My head hurts a little." 


Spock placed his hand on her forehead. Lestara was feverish. Not wishing 
to upset her, he said, "Perhaps I should allow you to rest." He resolved to 
have McCoy check on her as soon as possible. 


"Okay. I'll try to sleep." She coughed slightly. Her eyes flickered 
open. "You'll come back and visit me again?" 


"Of course, Lestara." The Vulcan hesitated, then drew the covers more 
securely about her shoulders. The slight smile on the child's lips touched 
him oddly. She looked so small and fragile, indeed she was, having only been 
saved from death by the slimmest of margins. Abruptly, Spock turned and went 
in search of McCoy. 


The doctor had been called away on another emergency however, and Spock 
succeeded only in finding one of the duty nurses. As he instructed her to 
check on Lestara, his communicator beeped. 


"Spock, this is the Captain. We've got to batten down again. There's 
a new series of quakes due in the lower section of the city." 


"I'll meet you there." Spock stole one last glance at the sleeping child, 
then left the hospital. 


When Spock arrived at the lower city, evacuation procedures were in full 
Swing. The Enterprise crew helped keep the citizens calm and organized as they 
hastily gathered belongings and prepared to vacate their homes before the 
next predicted quake. 


The Captain was conferring with Chief Geologist Ashwab as Spock approaced. 
The Chief moved off and Kirk turned, his face wearing an expression of frustration. 


"Damnit, Spock, we're still no closer to an answer to these disturbances. 


They've caused the populated areas to become so unstable that there's virtually 
no way to prevent or predict them accurately. The fault line has lengthened, 
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though. The quakes are moving south, toward the mines. If they start to 
go we'll have even more trouble on our hands." 


By nightfall, Kirk's prediction was realized. The large, northern-most 
mining town of Elbara was devastated by two successive quakes. The Captain, 
First Officer and emergency teams from science, security and the medical 
department were kept occupied for thirty hours handling the casualties. Three 
main tunnels of the Elbara mine collapsed and hundreds of miners were killed or 
trapped. 


As Spock returned to Lerren in a shuttle overflowing with injured, he 
admitted to himself what he had tried to conceal from Kirk -- he was tired. 
He had apparently not been completely convincing; his Captain had ordered him 
to return in the shuttle so he could rest. Spock had not tried to pretend he 
wasn't fatigued because of his old code on non-emotionalism. He had simply 
wanted to remain at Kirk's side. Exhausting though the rescue efforts were, 
it was good feeling useful to others again, and good interacting with Kirk. 
And finally, there was the possibility that worried Spock, that Kirk could be 
hurt during the rescue operations. When Kirk indicated that he would be 
coming back to Lerren within the hour, Spock had agreed to return. 


The rescue efforts and attempting to follow the erratic pattern of seismic 
disturbances were tiring, but Spock gladly endured the discomfort, he even 
relished it. He had endured much worse during his studies on Gol -- some things 
he would prefer to forget -- but that environment was sterile, empty. Here, he 
was able to live again, starting over, experiencing life to the fullest. He 
was open, impressionable, eager to touch and be touched by the people and events 
surrounding him. Simply feeling the everyday emotions felt good. 


Spock made his way to the hospital complex, anxious to see Lestara. The 
child, he admitted, meant much to him. Perhaps it was because he had saved-her 
life, perhaps it was the child-like trust with which she gazed:at him, but 
the Vulcan warmed to the protective feelings she evoked. One part of him still 
tried to stand a bit aloof, to attempt to analyze the emotions, but for the most 
part, he simply accepted their rapport and enjoyed it for what it was. 


He had not known many children. The Vulcan had always supposed he would 
not be able to relate well to them, he who was so concerned with matters of 
science and speculative analysis. Lestara Z¢ked him though, he realized, 
really liked him and in the newness of his recent revelations, Spock found 
himself just child-like enough to recognize that emotion and to respond. 


The field hospital was noisy and cluttered with extra beds. Spock made 
his way down the aisle in the ward, searching for Lestara's cot which had been 
located near the end of the long room. 


He paused. This was where she had lain. Yet the low cot before which 
he stood was empty. The sheets had been stripped from it and even as he 
watched, an orderly approached and bent to make up the bed with fresh linen. 


Trying not to let his mind leap to frightening conclusions, Spock went 
in search of McCoy, but again he could not find the Chief Surgeon. The duty 
nurse responded to his question by checking her clipboard listing of patients. 


"I don't see that name here, sir," came the somewhat distracted answer. 
"Maybe she was moved or -- wait, now I remember." The young nurse met his eyes. 
"I remember that child, Commander Spock. She was very i11 all last night and 
the day before. Pneumonia. She had so little strength... I'm sorry." 


Spock stood silently in the midst of the surrounding confusion, staring 
intd space for long moments after the nurse had excused herself. There was a 
wrenching deep inside him, a sadness, an oppressive sense of loss and failure. 
He wanted to turn the emotions off, but they were too heavy, too nameless to 
be within his conscious control. Yet he feared succumbing to them completely. 
While he had relished the pleasures of his new life, now he was faced with the 
other side of emotion. 


After a time, the Vulcan simply turned and wandered out of the hospital, 
no longer seeing or hearing what as going on around him. He was floundering, 
confused by the sudden onslaught of conflicting neéds and feelings. 


He knew what he felt was grief and told himself that he should be able 
to let himself express it. He had thought he was prepared to permit himself 
his emotions. Yet the depth of the grief shocked him badly. A little girl, 
a child he hardly knew, died... and he seemed devastated. With a chill, the 
Vulcan wondered how he might react to a more personal grief. How can I be 
Suze T won't Lose all self-control where Jim's safety 46 concerned? Control 
4& necessary, a took for survival, No. 14'S a trap, a cruteh. The old 
argument raged within, all the answers he'd though so obvious became confused 
again, all the old questions rose to haunt him anew. Questions... When will 
I stop asking questions and simply Live? 


He walked without direction, leaving the city proper and meandering 
up into the foothills following a little-used path. There, seated on a boulder 
where he could watch the sky and wait for dark and the coming of the stars, he 
tried to still the incessant questioning voices within him. He could not 
meditate, could not really control. He allowed the heaviest and perhaps most 
complex of his emotions to take over. Depression settled over him like a 
smothering cloud and he sat huddled, oblivious to place and time. 


SOOSOO 


The last shuttle back from Elbara settled down on the landing strip 
near the field hospital. Inside, Kirk gasped involuntarily as the ship touched 
the ground. The motion jarred his injury, sending waves of white-hot pain 
down his arm and across his back. 


Kirk grimaced and tried to hold his limp left arm steady against his 
chest as he moved out of his seat. He'd gone down into the mine with the 
short-handed medical rescue team’ and as the last of a group of trapped men 
was being brought out, a cross-beam support had given way, striking Kirk and 
knocking him down, pinning another, already injured man as well. 


Though some of his crew tried to help lift the beam up, Kirk had been 
in the best position for leverage and had pushed it up with straining back 
and leg muscles. As the miner was pulled out, the beam slipped again and the 
Captain had felt a knifing agony as his shoulder dislocated. 
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Now, he almost staggered as he entered the field hospital. Leaning 
against a cabinet, he wiped sweat off his brow with his good hand and peered 
around somewhat anxiously for McCoy. 


Finally, the doctor appeared, but Kirk remained where he was. There 
were others with injuries more serious than his. Though the shoulder dislocation 
was damned painful, he knew it wasn't serious. 


After resting a few moments, the pain subsided a little. McCoy noticed 
him and walked over. 


"Jim, what happened to you?" 


Kirk almost shrugged, then thought better of it. "It's not too bad, 
is it?" he asked instead as McCoy waved his medi-scanner over the injury. 


"No. You'll hurt for a while, but there's no serious damage. Come 
on, we'll... " 


"Bones, where's Spock?" Kirk had just become aware of the Vulcan's 
absence. 


McCoy hesitated. "One of my nurses told me that he kind of wandered 
out of here in a daze after she told him about that little girl." 


"Lestara?" Kirk shifted, wincing. The pain in his shoulder seemed to 
have increased. 


McCoy's eyes dropped. "She died. While you two were out at Elbara. 
Just before her parents arrived. They'd only taken the body out a few moments 
before Spock came back." 


"And you haven't seen him since, is that it?" Kirk couldn't keep the 
edge out of his voice. "Damnit, Bones. You know he felt something special 
for that child. Why didn't you -- " 


"Save her? Jim, I tried. She was very fragile. The pneumonia developed 
too quickly. There just wasn't any way... " 


"Then couldn't you have softened the blow? Prepared him? Helped him?" 
Kirk paced in agitation. "Damn, I was afraid of something like this. He's 
still new to this business of expressing his feelings, Doctor, or didn't 
you think about that?" 


McCoy stared at Kirk and when he spoke his voice was low and even. "If 
you haven't noticed, Captain, things have been a little hectic around here. If 
I had seen Spock, certainly I would have spoken to him, but I was busy 
managing to save a few lives at the time he found out." 


Kirk closed his eyes and reached with his good hand to cradle his 
throbbing arm. "Okay, Bones. You've made your point. I'msorry. I don't 
know what made me lose my temper like that." 


McCoy gave a slight smile and nodded in the direction of Kirk's shoulder. 
"Extenuating circumstances." 
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"I'm concerned about Spock, Bones. He must be pretty shaken up. It's 
not like him to disappear for hours at a time." 


McCoy tried to soothe the agitated Human. "He's gone off to work out 
his feelings, Jim. That doesn't necessarily mean he's in trouble. Would you 
rather he was back at work, as unaffected as some unemotional android?" 


Kirk bit his lip. "No, but I'm still worried. You didn't see him in 
that water. He was almost frantic and when he finally pulled the girl out 
and found she was alive, he seemed really worn out, pratically disoriented." 


McCoy nodded agreement. "He had an emotional investment in the child. 
He saved her and now she's gone. Tough for anyone to handle... " 


"That's just what I mean, Bones." Kirk drew in a breath, again seeing 
the Vulcan's reaction to the mention of his lost belongings. ‘Where do you 
think he might have gone? Did anyone notice which direction he took?" 


McCoy told Kirk that the nurse who had spoken to the Vulcan had happened 
to see him following the old pathway leading to the foothills. No sooner had 
the doctor indicated the direction, than Kirk was moving past him. 


"Whoa, where do you think you're going?" 


"I'm going to find him, Bones." Kirk knew his determination carried 
in his voice and that the doctor would know his mind was made up. "He needs 
me." 


"But what about that shoulder?" McCoy sputtered as he watched Kirk go. 
"At least let me reduce that dislocation before you go running off... " 


OO6088 


The throbbing in Kirk's shoulder had increased to the point that he was 
seriously considering returning to the hospital without Spock when he finally 
spotted the Vulcan. Slumped against a tree, the slim figure in grey appeared 
at first to be merely deep in thought. Then Kirk noticed the frown lines 
etched in his otherwise expressionless face. 


Kirk approached and called his name, but Spock did not respond. Painfully, 
the Captain moved to his side and spoke again. This time, the Vulcan appeared 
to have heard, but he still refrained from looking at Kirk as he answered. 


"Captain, please. I would prefer to be alone for a while." 


"Of course you would. But that won't solve anything, won't change anything. 


Spock finally met Kirk's eyes; the tragic expression in them nearly made 
the Human wince. "No. It will not bring Lestara back." 


Kirk had no answer and after a moment, Spock turned his: gaze back toward 
the horizon. Evidently realizing that Kirk wasn't leaving, he asked, "How did 
you manage to find me?" 
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Kirk smiled, but the expression faded when Spock didn't look up. "Sometimes 
it comes in handy to know someone's thought patterns." 


Again, silence stretched between them. Kirk shifted uncomfortably, leaning 
against a rock near the tree. "I understand why you've come out here, Spock. 
Human's feel like being alone with grief, too. But sometimes talking about it 
helps." 


Spock's voice was a pain-filled rasp. "I feel the pain. Do you require 
that I demonstrate my feelings? What good is there in lashing out?" 


"Tt's not what I require, Spock, but if you feel like lashing out, why 
not? It wouldn't mean you're over-reacting. We all have to let go sometimes. 
Just don't be the way you used to be -- ashamed, afraid to feel, locked away 
from living by that impossible code you tried to follow. You said feeling was 
important -- don't you know that peace and happiness and love have no meaning 
without hurt and sorrow?" Kirk paused, trembling with both sympathetic and 
real pain. "I said I needed you, and I meant it. The ship needed you as 
science officer. I needed you emotionally. Can't you let me share this? Let 
me help... please... " 


"Jim." The one word told Kirk that he had been heard, that Spock wasn't 
sealing himself away from his grief. The pain was there, close to the surface 
and the Captain could see the inner struggle to assimilate the feelings and 
deal with them. 


"She meant a lot to you, Spock. I know, " Kirk soothed. "Of course 
you're profoundly moved by her death, because you were profoundly moved by 
her life." 


The Vulcan swallowed before attempting speech again. "Her death seems 
so... senseless. She trusted me, and... Somehow I feel I failed her. She 
nearly drowned. There is no logic in her surviving the river only to die later 
on." Spock's face and voice reflected the state of his emotions. He paused 
for breath, then continued softly. "She told me her name meant 'Child of 
Light'. Her parents gave her that name because of their great joy that their 
years of darkness, of waiting for children, had ended. She had such potential, 
such artistic talent. ‘Child of Light’, Jim, and now there can be only the 
dark." 


Kirk chewed his lip thoughtfully.for a moment. "Perhaps not total 
darkness, Spock. Perhaps her life wasn't wasted. Her light shone on you a 
little while, enough to show you some things you didn't know before." 


"And to let me feel emotions I haven't felt." 


"That's right, Spock." Kirk tried to sound encouraging as he shifted 
position to relieve the increasing pain in his shoulder. 


"Yet, I do not... it is difficult... to let go, to express my feelings 
without... wallowing." He grimaced, then went on ruefully. "Old habits are 
hard to change." 


Kirk reached out and clapsed Spock's arm. "You're here, with me, not on 
Gol, not even on the old Enterprise." 


The Vulcan's eyes burned into Kirk's. "I'm home." 
Slowly, not breaking the eye contact, Kirk nodded. 
The words were low, agonized. "Jim... it hurts... " 


The Human's grip tightened. He made an attempt to speak reassuringly, 
to comfort Spock as the grief finally broke free, but the pain he'd ignored too 
long could not be denied. His voice came out as a strangled moan. 


Spock's expression suddenly cleared and he looked closely at Kirk for 
the first time. He reached out, supportive, concerned. "Jim? You're hurt." 


Kirk drew in a breath, tried to speak evenly. "An accident in the mine." 
"And why has this not been treated?" Spock's tone sounded a trifle sharp. 
"McCoy told me about the little girl. I knew you were... taking it hard." 


The Vulcan looked chagrined, slightly annoyed at Kirk, embarassed, and 
then an expression of aching tenderness came over his features. Without speaking, 
he eased Kirk into a sitting position against the tree. Gentle fingers touched 
the Human's throbbing shoulder, probing with utmost care. 


In spite of himself, Kirk flinched. 


"Be still." Spock's voice was stern, but choked with emotion. "Please, 
Jim... let me... " 


Kirk heard the naked entreaty in the words and saw that the Vulcan's lips 
trembled. Spock had been on the brink of catharsis and Kirk was annoyed that 
his own physical condition had interfered. Then sky-rocketing pain blocked out 
everything else. 


Warm fingers came to rest briefly at Kirk's temple and a sudden lightness 
replaced the all-encompasing pain. Then: the Vulcan's strong hands moved 
quickly, taking a firm grip on Kirk's arm. He pulled and the shoulder snapped 
back into place. 


Kirk went limp with the suddenness of relief. He let out the breath 
he'd been holding and looked up at Spock. "It's better now." 


The Vulcan's eyes were bright with undefinable emotion as he regarded 
Kirk. "Now that the dislocation is reduced, you pain will not be as great." 
Sensitive fingers lingered over the shoulder area, examining strained tendons 
and muscles. Spock pulled off his own tunic and, now wearing only the blue 
Vulcan shirt and his uniform trousers, proceeded to tear the silver-grey 
fabric into strips. Without speaking further, he bound Kirk's arm across his 
chest. 


The gentle touch was in sharp contrast to Spock's brooding intensity 
and Kirk tried to lighten the mood. "Seems you're pretty good at first aid, 
which will probably cause McCoy to be properly annoyed when we get back." 
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Spock answered a bit distractedly. "As science officer, I have had to 
make myself acquainted with all areas of science, including medicine." Finally 
finishing, he lifted his gaze to Kirk. The deepset eyes were warm and untroubled, 
his lips curved into a slight smile. "I... feel much better now, too." 


"Ready to go back?" 


For answer, Spock slid his arm around Kirk's right side and lifted him to 
his feet. The Captain swayed slightly, suddenly light-headed. He felt Spock's 
hand against his temple once more, but could not connect any particular 
physical sensation with the act. The gesture was soothing however, and he leaned 
for a moment against the Vulcan's supportive strength. 


Spock's voice, whisper-soft, came to his ear. "When I knew what I felt 
was grief, I was concerned about my possible reactions to finding you hurt or... 
or losing you, Jim. My fear of feelings such as that nearly destroyed... what 
we once had. For a little while, I did not know if the course I had chosen 
when we spoke in Sickbay was truly the wisest for me. You saw how I reacted to 
the emotional subject of my possessions. I could not prevent retreating into 
the rigid self control I had always practiced. I feared I could find no way to 
deal with emotion -- I would either remain stoic and cut myself off from all 
feelings, or else succumb completely to pathos." 


"You saved that child, Spock. You hurt when she died. But you didn't 
let the hurt consume you." Kirk gingerly touched his upper arm. "You found 
a way to express your feelings." 


Spock raised an eyebrow, considering, and appeared to agree. Then, he 
looked anxiously at Kirk, assessing his condition. "Will you be able to travel 
back to the hospital?" 


"T think so. After all... you'll be here to help me, won't you?" 
"AS you are here to help me, Jim. I thank you." 
Together, they headed back to see McCoy. 

GSOOS0 


Crrrain's LOG, STARDATE 9730.25: The earthquakes on Emery IV 
have finably been brought under control. TlLegal mining oper- 
ations along a fault Line set off the chain reaction of setsmica 
activity. As of thts date, we have Left a medical/geological/ 
security team there to aid the population £4 recovering from 
the effects of the quakes. Enterprise is continuing the re- 
maining phase of her interrupted shake-down cruise and awacting 
onders from Stargleet Command as to our next mission. 


Kirk clicked off the recorder and carefully leaned back in his seat. Four 
days after his accident, he could still feel a twinge in his shoulder. Seems 
to be improving, though, he decided, at Least McCoy's taken me #ff the pain 
medication. The Captain had spent a lot of time soaking in whirlpool baths and 
resting under sonic treatment while allowing the stretched and abused tendons 
and muscles to heal. After all the activity and confusion on Emery IV, things 
seemed to have settled down into a relaxed, if not yet dull, routine. 


He checked the chronometer. Nineteen hundred hours; Spock should be 
back in his quarters oy now and fintshed with his duttes for. the day. The 
Captain picked up the large, rectangular package on his desk and, carrying it 
under his good arm, proceeded out of his cabin and crossed the short distance 
to Spock's. 


The First Officer answered the buzzer at once. Kirk entered to find 
Spock working on something at his desk. He looked up and, greeting Kirk 
cordially, montioned to him to approach. 


Kirk noted that the rooms remained as they had before the mission to 
Emery IV. He recalled his conversation with Spock on the subject of his 
personal effects and the painful memories the Vulcan still harbored on the 
issue. Perhaps the parcel he carried would begin to help remedy the situation 
in Spock's cabin. 


The Vulcan had returned to the task occupying him, oblivious to Kirk's 
train of thought and the object he carried. 


"You chose an excellent moment to visit," he pronounced finally, once 
again looking up at Kirk. 


"I did? What's that you're working on?" 


Spock turned over the object on his desk and Kirk could see that it was 
a drawing he had been in the process of framing. Curious, he moved closer 
to examine it. 


"Lestara did it." Spock responded to his unspoken question. "Apparently 
McCoy told her parents of the circumstances of her rescue and they sent the 
drawing -- her last -- to me as a keepsake." 


Kirk studied the picture, touched by the parent's gesture. It seemed to 
be more than just a child's drawing; the faces were alive with a luminous light. 
Looking at Spock's face, Kirk knew the Vulcan thought it quite the loveliest 
piece of art he had ever seen. 


"You're going to hang it, of course." Kirk made it a statement. 

"Will you help me choose a suitable location?" 

After a few moments of discussion and testing several possible sites, the 
picture was fianlly placed on the wall across from the lounge in the sleeping 
alcove. The two stood back to admire it. 


"Well, it certainly helps to improve the looks of the place." Kirk 
glanced at Spock out of the corner of his eye. 


The Vulcan did not appear troubled by his reference to the lack of decor. 
"Indeed." 


"Oh, I almost forgot." Kirk went to retrieve the package he had placed 
on the desk and handed it to Spock. 
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"What is this?" The Vulcan was puzzled. Kirk just smiled. 


Spock sat on the orange lounger to open the -package. His attitude spoke 
of curiosity, but when the carton was opened, his utter amazement gave way to 
an expression of pure joy. He sat, simply staring for a moment, then reached 
to pull the polished wooden object from its case. Cradling the Vulcan lyrette 
in his arms, he touched the strings reverently, causing a few simple, beautiful 
notes to sound in the quiet room. 


"Jim." 


Kirk moved to stand close to him. The emotion in Spock's voice was nearly 
tangible. For a moment, a charged silence descended, then Kirk explained. 


"Uhura helped me get it. She knew exactly what kind to order for you." 


Spock's eyes when he looked up at Kirk were moist and very deep. "You 
had this sent from Vulcan." 


Kirk nodded. "I wanted it to be like... to be right." Like your other 
one, he had started to say. 


Spock was too overcome with delight at the new instrument to let Kirk's 
Slip remind him of his hurt at losing the old. He rose and crossed the room, 
placing the gleaming lyrette on the shelf beneath the recently hung picture. 
Then he turned to Kirk, holding the Human with his eyes. "A gift of such beauty 
and thoughtfulness is truly moving. I deeply appreciate it... Thank you, Jim." 


Kirk smiled. The words may have been formal, but the tone was definitely 
not. The Vulcan turned to let his fingers caress the shining wood surface once 
again. "How could I ever have thought this place was not my home?" he wondered 
aloud. 


Kirk was not sure whether Spock meant the old Enterprise or this newer, 
changed ship, but it really didn't matter. "You know," he mused, coming to 
stand at Spock's side, "the place is getting to look like home to me, too." 


"T remember an ancient Vulcan verse," Spock went on quietly, quoting, 
"tBasfal tasa'u mal, maxord bevul'. ‘Home is a circle of warmth, wherever it 
may be.'" 


Kirk looked up at him, noting the serene expression on his face, a serenity 
truly achieved now, with no echoes of past regrets or pain. "That's our 
Enterprise," the Human whispered, "a home that travels with us, keeps us 
safe and sane." 


Spock met Kirk’s eyes in true communion. "We have the best of both 


worlds, it seems. The galaxy at our doorstep, and... " his fingers settled 
lightly on Kirk's shoulder, " ... a home such as this." 
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Universal Delight 


There's a place up there Id like to share: 
Ona starlight ride. 

Afri ip rare, where’ two people care’; 
Captain amd Nulcan, side by side. 


AN starship command and logic's demand ; 
And space forever free’s 

And where no man has gone’ before’s 

And places he’tl never see. 


Where infinite b can be found; 
In the most i places; J ‘ 
And lcfe is dwerse in the unwwerse; 
And love has many faces. 


The last frontier, you never hear; 

Of any other place; ; 

Where hearts are won and kingdoms lost ; 
In the star-strewn puns of space. 


The : places Vve been and the things L’ve seen 
No man could comprehendl 

Where’ man can go, eternally frees 

And the’ wrnwwerse’ never ends. 


Gp, SS ‘Kari “Masoner 
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THE 
CHANGELING 


Cynthia Drake 


Sterilize. . . sterilize; 

The word, the concept 

lies like a lump of cold metal in my brain, 

setting my thoughts on edge. 
Cold -- so cold. 

I am alone in my quarters. 

The others are in the rec room (As usual, Captain, your 

buoyancy is affecting all. 

You are delighted with yourself and your success 

as well you should be. 

He was brilliant. ) 

No machine can cool the warmth you bring. 

It is. . . fortunate for me that you were there 

when Nomad took over my mind, 

filling my brain with the one pounding destructive thought. 

I was terrified - falling - a small portion of myself screaming. . . 
You caught me, clutched at me, shouted my name, 

and I could feel your fear - as great as my own - feeding my own 
hysteria, starting to claim my last remnant of sanity, 

but you changed, gained control of yourself. [a] 
Recognizing my helplessness 

you turned your anger on Nomad, ordering it to stop [a] 
while at the same time your hold on me altered, 

enfolding rather than grabbing, 

comforting, consoling, 

managing at the same time to convey your absolute authority to Nomad 
and your absolute love to me. 


Then the pressure was -gone 
and I collapsed, drained. 
Still you held me, almost carrying me out of the room 

as quickly as you could, 

holding me up, bracing me, 

listening attentively to my outpouring of information, 
maintaining your hold until you were sure of my recovery. 

I am most grateful to you. 

For a while, afterwards, 

the rush to destroy the machine dominated all else. 

But as soon as it was over your spirits rose, 

even as I became aware of the pressure still upon me. 

I declined your invitation to join you for dinner. 

I think you understood, for you waved the others ahead, 

put both hands on my shoulders again 

and looked searchingly into my eyes. 

"Are you sure you're all right?" 

Close physical contact with you tends to make me rather breathless 
for no apparent reason, 

and all I could do was nod. _ 
"Okay," you looked doubtful, 

but gave me a final squeeze before turning to go. 

"One thing," you swung around, vent 
"I don't like the way you 100k. 

If you need me tonight - for any reason whatsoever 

you call me. Whatever time it is." 

"Captain, I assure you. . ." 

"Never mind that. I want your word that you'll] call me." 

"Very well," I conceded. "You have my word." 

That sounded somewhat ungracious, so I added, "Thank you, sir." 
You stiffened momentarily at the title, which I used deliberately 
to remind us both of who we are - you, my commanding officer 

and I - a Vulcan. 

Your smile, gentle, accepting. . . your voice, 
"I'11 hold you to that, Commander," 

they haunt me now. A PH 
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Thinking of you has helped 

but I am so tired. 

Any mind meld is exhausting 

and this one will not let me go. 
The coldness still pervades my brain, 
threatening to take over completely; 
pounding, freezing, 'til I think I shall go mad. 

Again and again I try to withdraw into the sleep I must have 

and time and again I am wrenched back up to consciousness 

by the same jarring presence. 

It is so late - nearly morning. 

I go on duty in four hours. 

Some respite must be found before. . . 

hesitantly my hand touches the intercom stud, 

your private frequency, 

part of me disbelieving the effrontery, 

wanting to cut off the signal before. . . you answer, 

voice fuzzed with sleep. 

"Kirk here." 

"Jim?" I can barely hear my own voice. Yours sharpens with anxiety. 
"Spock? What's wrong?" 

Surprisingly easy, after all, to say the words. 

"IT need you. Please?" 

"On my way. Kirk out." 

You are at my door in minutes - I have already unlocked it 

and you do not buzz, but stride right in. oO 
I look at you mutely, unable to put words to the horror 

but you have never needed to hear me speak, [oj 
seemingly able to read my thoughts. 

Your hands on my arms, supportive yet demanding. 

"Tell me." 

I attempt it, faltering, unsure, 

yet somehow stumbling through a halting description. 

the cold, the pain - the fear. 

You listen and your eyes soften, warm; 

you pull me close, the feel of you at once a shock to my nerves 


and a tranquilizer to my brain. 

But the cold is still there, a sickening intrusion 
and trying to escape it, I press closer to you, 
bury my face in your neck, shudders owning me, 
terrified anew at this involuntary surrender of my greatest pride, 
my self-control, my dignity, my. . . and you, 

what must you think of this disgraceful display? 

I try to apologize, to excuse, even to pull away, 

but your hand in my hair presses my head back down, 

muffling my words into obscurity in the sweet scent of your skin; 
your other hand rubbing my back, hugging me hard. 
Your voice calm, loving. 

"It's okay, it's okay, oh don't, don't, don't..." 

soothing me into quiet, filling the frigid places with yourself, 
dissolving the metallic residue of the meld 

until it is quite gone, 

and I lie limp against you. 

The feel of you easing me back into the pillows 

bringing me down with you, 

pulling something warm and heavy over both of us, 

your voice in my ear following me down the path 

into oblivion -- all beautiful. 

"Sleep now - it's all right, all you need is a little rest, 
There's nothing to worry about. 

I'm here and I'1] stay. 

We're both off-duty tomorrow - I fixed it, 

so sleep as long as you want - I'll be here when you wake up." 

I try to protest, to tell you it is not fitting for you 

to spend the night here - like this, 

but you won't listen. 

"Shh, shh, it's all right. Believe me. Go.to sleep." | 

Your hand tugs my hair lightly, reinforcing the command 

and, obedient, I allow the warm darkness to take me, 

my last conscious awareness of the delightful coolness of you 
against me, lips brushing my forehead 

then there is nothing. — 0 
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Thy Answer Lies Elsewhere 


O errant son of Vulcan -here’ thee stand, 
At pains to prove thyself, To find thy place 
At Gol. In spite’ of thy half - Human brand, 
We Masters gove permission to embrace 
The ‘Kolinahr. We've watched th | progress 
Since, and even, 1, High Master have been . pleased 
Thy mastery of the rituals does evince 
Such strength that now the doubters are 
bare ‘But here, with logic's symbol in my 
nas, thee halt the act Tradition has 
Decreed. 1 touch thy mind, hear for of f 
Earth's commands: One voice of logic, 
One’ Human need. 
J feel the alien's force, hear Human sound, 
Within that mix, thy answer witl be found. 


Barbara L. Storey 
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Different 


Drummer 


Of) Beverly Volker 
& Nancy Kippax 


For RUSS -- 
WHOSE IDEA STARTED THE DRUMBEAT. 
WITH LOVE AND GRATITUDE, 





IF A MAN DOES NOT KEEP PACE WITH HIS COMPANIONS, 
PERHAPS IT IS BECAUSE HE HEARS A DIFFERENT DRUMMER, 
LET HIM STEP TO THE MUSIC HE HEARS, 

HOWEVER MEASURED OR FAR AWAY, 


- THOREAU - 


Chapter One 


Walicx had fallen aboard the Enterprise, The corridors were nearly deserted at this hour 
and the lighting had been dimmed. In the Captain's quarters, however, time made no difference. 
James T. Kirk and his First Officer were seated at Kirk's desk, bent over twin porta-viewers, 
tapes and logs covering the broad surface. Empty coffee cups and the remnants of a meal hastily 
consumed some hours previously were piled on a third chair a few feet away. 


Wearily, Kirk rubbed at the bridge of his nose and flexed his shoulders. The action was 
not lost on the Vulcan, 


"It ¢s getting late,'' he observed, watching Kirk. "Perhaps we should leave the rest of 
this for the morning... " 


Kirk considered. "Well, let's give it another hour and then we'll quit. When we arrive 
at the Goodhope Colony tomorrow, our cover must be absolutely perfect." 


Spock sighed. He, of course, had already committed all of the available data to memory, 
and this last-minute cramming seemed unneccessary. The Captain, however, had pointed out that 
Spock was sometimes less than effective in undercover situations, citing a number of past 
faux pas On the part of the First Officer, Now, with the current mission depending on the 
acting ability of the two of them, Kirk wasn't taking any chances, 


The Vulcan stood, stretching cramped muscles, "More coffee, Jim?” 


Kirk nodded. "Thanks," 


Selecting another cassette, he slipped it into his viewer, This one was a microfilm 
deposition from a woman named Chara Loring. He read quietly for a moment, accepting the cup 
from Spock without comment. 


LORING: TI was urged to join the. others at Goodhope, but I didn't know if 1 were ready 
to make a commitonent that complete. 1 believe cn Diogenes and his teaching, bud... 1 
don't know, I guess I'm stile too materialistic and egotistical. 


QUESTION: Have you ever visited the. Goodhope Colony, Ms. Loring? 


LORING: No. But TI have necetved tapes from my fellowbeings -there. They've found the 
contentment. 14's beautiful. 


QUESTION: Have they ever indicated that they cannot Leave, that they are being held against 
thevr wikh? 


Lid. 


LORING: Of cowrse not! That's utterly ridieulous. Against their will? There can be no 
will except for the common good of all. We are the spintt of unity, all are one. 


Kirk flicked off the tape and took a sip of the hot, stimulating beverage. While Chara 
Loring professed faith in the idyllic situation at Goodhope Colony, others did not. The collec- 
tion of data included reports that were much less flattering. 


The Goodhope Colony had been authorized by the Federation almost three solar years ago, and 
located on the planet Albion 7, a harsh, less-than-desirable site for colonization. The multi- 
racial group were the followers of a philosopher-teacher who called himself Diogenes. 


One final time, Kirk slipped in the photodisc of the charismatic leader. Diogenes, who had 
started life as Quentin Hale, had been born on the Terran colony on Vega. Little information 
was known about him, except for the standard records, until seven years ago, when he had begun 
his interstellar crusade for unity and peace. 


Pensively, Kirk studied the tall, sinewy Human, wondering what it was about this man who 
drew people like a magnet. Kirk had learned the basics of his philosophy and found his principles 
to be noble and good, but there had been others with just such a vision, others who had strived 
to perfect the goals of the Federation, and they had not attracted such a wide following. 


Spock noticed his Captain's preoccupation with the picture and he spoke softly. "He does 
appear trustworthy." 


"Looks can be deceiving," Kirk countered. "But that's what this mission is all about - to 
determine if some of the accusations against him are true or not. We'll keep an open mind." 


"Will six weeks be long enough?" 


"It will have to be. Starfleet expects our report, and the Enterprise can only tarry in 
this sector for so long. There aren't that many stars to chart and map around here." He leaned 
back, forcing his attention away from the photo image. 


Two weeks ago they had been contacted by Starfleet Central and ordered to Starbase 14 for 
a special, high-priority briefing. There was a growing concern over the isolated colony on 
Albion 7. Several faithful followers had defected with horror stories of brutal and inhumane 
treatment, charges ranging from minor infractions of Federation policy to gross negligence. 
Yet the unsubstantiated claims could not be accepted without proper investigation, for Diogenes 
was widely respected within the Federation. Starfleet elected to be discreet - to place two 
operatives into the organization as members. 


The Vulcan-Terran Spock possessed a perfect genetic cover. Because the unity movement 
included many bi-racial sociological misfits, Spock could pose as a likely candidate and would 
be easily accepted in Goodhope. Kirk was precisely the kind of incisive, open-minded type 
Starfleet wanted for the job, but his cover was a little more difficult to arrange. It was 
decided that a fake “discharge” from the military organization, a dissatisfaction with the 
bureaucratic "bigotry" would send a man like Kirk seeking the principles espoused by Diogenes. 
Together, they would request entry into Goodhope Colony and determine what, if anything, was 
going on. 


Spock noted Kirk's controlled exterior, fascinated at the metamorphosis the Human seemed 
to undergo every time he was required to play a specific part. Kirk, he believed, would have 
made a consumate actor. He smiled slightly, fondly, as he reached over and clicked off Kirk's 
viewer. 


"Enough, Jim. May I suggest we retire. You ordered the final briefing of all senior 
officers for 0700. That is only 6.2 hours away.” 


Kirk smiled, amused. "You're beginning to sound like McCoy," he accused. 


Spock deliberately raised an eyebrow in mock indignation. "I see no logic in fatigue 
making you insulting, Captain." He stood to leave. 


"Good night, Commander. Sleep well." Kirk smiled again as he saw the Vulcan to the door. 


Spock was right, he reflected. They needed their rest, for tomorrow would make many demands on 
them. 
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"T don't like it," McCoy grumbled as he walked to the shuttle bay with his Captain and 
First Officer. Kirk grinned. 


"You never like it, Bones, when Spock and I have to take a mission without you. You're 
not happy unless you're there to keep an eye on us,” he teased. 


"Yeah, well, you usually require an eye kept on you." 


"Doctor, your concern sometimes exceeds even the most disciplined dedication to duty, the 
most loyal requirements of subordination, the most profound confirmation of friendship," Spock 
extolled; Kirk could hardly control his amusement. The Vulcan continued, 


"Goodhope is founded on love, acceptance, honesty - all the virtues which most cultures, 
including your own, revere - yet even in a place like that, you are apprehensive about us 
going alone.” 


McCoy scowled. "You're damn right, Spock, because you and Jim could get into trouble at 
a Federation tea party, and I have to be the one who repairs any damage you manage to incur. 
Besides, if Goodhope is so lovely, why does the Federation feel the need to investigate it? 
I'11 tell you why - because something's going on there, and you two won't be satisfied until 
you're in the middle of it!" 


They had reached the bay doors and Kirk pressed the buttons to pressurize. "That's why 
we need you here on the ship. We'll only be able to transmit, not receive messages. You have 
to psych-evaluate those messages, decide if we're okay or trying to tell you something but can't 
speak in front of someone. There's talk of brainwashing and behavior modification - only you 
can tell if anything is happening to us by our reports. But, Bones, remember this: You can 
ruin the whole mission if you react incorrectly or prematurely. If you pull us out before we 
learn anything, Spock and I will be useless in a repeat attempt. We'll be known in Goodhope. 
Keep in mind, too, that there have been more favorable reports about the colony and Diogenes 
than there have been negative stories. We could find Goodhope to be a new Eden in the Federation." 


"T never knew an Eden that didn't have its serpent," McCoy commented. 


"Just be very certain before you take any action, Bones." The doors opened and Kirk put 
a hand on McCoy's arm. "We're counting on you to use discretion, but get our asses out if we 
get into trouble." 


The three men shared a warm lingering look, then McCoy smiled and nodded his assurance. 
Kirk and Spock headed toward the waiting spacecraft and the bay doors slid closed again. McCoy 
stared at them. 


‘Don't Let ws get into trouble, but 44 we do, watt until the Last possible moment before 
you purl ws out... and be prepared to justify your actions <§ you do...’ McCoy scowled. Yes, 
Jim-boy, Captain and f/ctend, sometimes you do ask too much of uw. 


Sighing, McCoy left the shuttle bay. 


kk kk 


The private, interstellar spacecraft which had been stored in the hangerdeck for the 
journey to the Albion star system, now carried its two passengers to the seventh planet from 
the sun. Kirk and Spock, dressed in casual civilian clothing, found the manipulation of the 
ship's controls a welcome distraction. Each was equipped with a tiny, one-way transmitter, 
concealed in the seam of their clothing and, as an extra precaution, a transponder implanted 
under the skin that morning by McCoy. The transmitters would enable them to send periodic 
reports back to the Enterprise and if anything went wrong their orders were to abort the 
mission. If all went well, they would be back aboard in six weeks, 


"I find it interesting," Kirk remarked, "that almost a thousand people have selected 
Goodhope as a viable alternative lifestyle." 
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"Nine hundred and forty seven, by last census, Cap... Jim." Spock quickly corrected the 


slip of the tongue. From here on, ranks would not be used. 


Kirk nodded. "Yes, and that's only the number of followers who reside here. Diogenes' 
supporters are estimated to number close to 150,000 on worlds throughout the galaxy. Every- 
where he goes, people flock to hear him speak." 


"His ideas do contain merit. It will be interesting to see if the philosophy can truly 
be made to work." 


After a moment, the Vulcan announced, "Entering atmosphere of Albion 7." 


Kirk pushed the communications button. "This is Liberty, Federation Registration KS 4234 
to Goodhope Colony. Request permission to land. Over." 


"Welcome to Goodhope, Liberty. What is your business? Over." 
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The landing pad was located on the crest of a hill overlooking the colony. As Kirk and 
Spock emerged from their craft, they were treated to a panoramic view of the site. Neat, 
symmetrical rows of thatch-covered dwellings formed the center, with concentric rings of 
furrowed land laid out with careful planning surrounding the village. 


Federation reports had referred to Albion 7 as "harsh” - Kirk saw now that it was an 
understatement. The air was very dry and the climate was warm, but not hot. There were no 
trees or flowers in sight, only a sparse scattering of straw-like grass clumped between rock. 


Kirk turned to Spock. "Why would anyone elect to establish a colony here?" 

"What is more curious, Jim, is that Goodhope is virtually self-sustaining. They have 
received very few off-planet supplies, according to the records. How do they manage to grow 
enough food to feed more than nine hundred people?" 


"Look." Kirk pointed to where an all-terrain vehicle was moving toward them. In a moment 
it came to rest a few feet from the landing pad and the driver emerged. 


He was shorter than average height, with dark, unruly hair. Brushing the road dust from 
his grey coverall, he approached the two. 


"IT am Caldin," he announced, reaching for their hands. 
Kirk introduced himself and Spock, returning the man's handshake. 


"Come, let's sit down," Caldin invited, and to Kirk's surprise, he settled himself com- 
fortably on the ground. Kirk and Spock followed his example. 


They were asked a number of questions - why they wanted to join Goodhope, what they expected 
to find, where they had heard of Diogenes, what their philosophy was. Caldin seemed particularly 
interested to learn that they had once been Starfleet personnel. As they gave the prepared, 
rehearsed answers, Kirk studied the man. His skin tone was a peculiar shade, a deep yellow-orange 
that suggested a mixed racial heritage. Caldin's eyes, although small, were an arresting ‘violet- 
blue. He had grown a full beard, as unkempt as his hair. 


Finally, satisfied, Caldin stood up. "You both seem sincere. I will take you to Diogenes." 


Kirk hesitated as he led them toward the open land vehicle. "What about our ship ~ our 
things?" 


Caldin smiled tolerantly. "Relax, gentlemen, this is Goodhope. No one here will bother 
them. Later, if you decide to stay, we can return for what you will need." 


With a last glance at the Liberty, Kirk followed. 
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Kirk and Spock sat on the porch of the small, white-painted house and waited. Caldin had 
been inside for twenty minutes. They did not speak to each other, but their eyes were busy 
observing their surroundings. Several children were playing a game nearby, their laughter and 
exuberance universal in children throughout the galaxy. A young woman, barefoot and simply 
dressed, appeared, interrupting the game. Apparently an older sister, she scolded one of the 
children about neglecting his chores, then ushered him away behind the house. ‘when the errant 
boy had gone, the children resumed their play. 


Presently Caldin came through the door and Kirk and Spock turned at his approach. 
"Come in. Diogenes will see you now." 


The inside of the house was cool and dark, shades drawn against the heat of the afternoon 
sun. The main room was furnished plainly and seemed to be an office. There were several wooden 
chairs, stools, two work tables and some file cabinets. At one end of the room was a cot and 
small table with a pitcher and basin. The floor was bare. At the other end of the room was a 
massive desk, the top of it filled with clutter. The man behind it was not dwarfed by its size. 


He rose as Kirk and Spock entered and they were at once aware that the films they had 
viewed had not done him justice. He was well over six feet tall, slim but not gaunt. His hair 
was pale yellow, shoulder length, and he was dressed in a short-sleeved plain white tunic over 
white trousers. The most compelling thing about him was his face. Handsome in a classical way, 
his eyes were a soft green, his lips slightly full, revealing even white teeth as he smiled. 

His whole demeanor inspired a sense of simplicity and sincerity. He moved around the desk to 
Kirk and Spock. 


"You are welcome in Goodhope, gentlemen. I am Diogenes. How may we help you?" He 
reached a hand to Kirk, his voice genuine. Kirk took the firm clasp. 


"IT am James Kirk, Mr. Diogenes. This is my friend, Spock. We explained to your man, 
Caldin. We are seeking to join your colony." 


Diogenes addressed the man who had brought them. "That will be all, Caldin. You may 
leave." As Caldin exited, he returned his gaze to Kirk. "It is just 'Diogenes'. We do not 
use titles in Goodhope," he corrected. Then he turned to Spock. "You are a Vulcan, Spock. 
There are not many from your planet here." His tone expected an explanation. 

*T am half-Vulcan,” Spock answered. "My mother is from Earth." 


Diogenes nodded, satisfied by Spock's words and turned back to Kirk. "Caldin said you 
told him you were former Starfleet. You are no longer with the service?" 


"No." Kirk made the word sound bitter, fencing, but offered no more. 


Diogenes gazed at him for a few seconds, then apparently decided to press no further. 
"Why do you want to join Goodhope?" 


"We have heard that the colony offers things that we have found lacking elsewhere." 


Diogenes laughed. "Hardly, my friend. We have a simple life here. As someone who has 
traveled the galaxy, you have certainly seen many places with far more material wealth than we.” 


"T wasn't referring to material wealth," Kirk claimed. 


Diogenes laugh softened into a smile. He indicated the chairs, "Please forgive me for 
my thoughtlessness. Won't you sit down." 


Kirk and Spock sat on two of the wooden chairs. Diogenes returned to his desk. He took 
out three metal cups and poured liquid into them froma jug. Then, bringing the cups around, 
he handed one each to Kirk and Spock and kept the third himself. 


"A synthetic fruit drink,” he said, seating himself in a chair close to them. "Not very 
tasteful, I’m afraid, but it is cool and wet. The air is very dry here." 
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Kirk sipped at the bland-tasting drink. Diogenes smiled at Spock. "Perhaps you won't 
mind that so much. I understand Vulcan is quite dry, also." 


Spock nodded. "But much hotter," 


"T have never been there," Diogenes admitted, then abruptly turned his attention back to 
Kirk. "What do you expect to find in Goodhope, James? Is that what you are called? I want 
you to feel comfortable." 


Kirk was caught off-guard for a second by the man's line of question, "Jim," he answered. 
"I prefer Jim." 


"Well, Jim, tell me all about why you have come here." 


Kirk remembered the rehearsed cover story. "I've spent half my life in Starfleet, one of 
the Federation's emissaries to other worlds. I've seen things, been expected to do things that 
have made me ill. When I acted on my own, tried to rectify unhealthy situations, I met with 
resistance from bureaucracy and government chains of command. The Federation, the Starfleet, 
teaches one philosophy and practices another." 


"This colony is a Federation grant, Jim," Diogenes reminded. 


Kirk tried another tack. "I believe there is more to life than the system gives. The 
government claims equality, unity, acceptance for afl, but it's not so. There is prejudice 
and bigotry and a man is trapped in an expected role. If he does not conform, he is discri- 
minated against, made to feel that he is not acceptable to society." 


Diogenes gauged Kirk carefully before he spoke. Then, "I find it hard to believe that 
you would feel this kind of difficulty." 


Kirk felt Spock's eyes on him. He leaned forward, making his voice earnest. "Diogenes, 
I have listened to some of your preaching. I have studied your philosophy. You know what I ‘m 
talking about. You understand the plight of those who feel alienated from society, for whatever 
reason. I believe you have found a way to bring out the best in mankind. I would like to learn 
more." 


Again Diogenes studied Kirk thoughtfully, then he turned to the Vulcan. "And you, Spock, 
do you also feel alienated from society?" 


Spock's answer was immediate. "I have lived my life half-Vulcan, half-Human, belonging 
to neither world. Is it not evident that I have encountered difficulties in such an existance?" 


"The Vulcans teach total logic. Have you not accepted their philosophy?" Diogenes asked. 


"Their logic, therefore their philosophy, is flawed when applied to one who is not consistant 
with their breeding," Spock replied, and Kirk looked at him abruptly, caught by the note of 
truth in his words. 


Diogenes observed the look, then leaned back in his chair. "Perhaps you would both like 
to learn a little more about us before you decide that our way of life is what you want.” 


Kirk considered. "We have not found what we seek anywhere else in the galaxy." 


"And you may not find it here,” Diogenes told him. "Our life is not easy. We are often 
faced with a shortage of food, supplies. I worry constantly that we will not be able to con- 
tinue to sustain all those who have elected to join us." 


"We're not afraid to do our part,” Kirk assured. "Hard work is not a deterrent." 


Diogenes smiled warmly. "Very admirable, Jim, and we can definitely use all the able 
bodies that offer. But I cannot ask that of you until you are certain. You are welcome to 
stay, to share what little we have, and we will be grateful for any assistance you may want 
to contribute. I will not pretend pride. We do have many needs. For now, however, I ask only 
that you listen and learn with an open heart. When you are sure, we shall discover how we may 
help each other." 


185 


184 


"Fair enough," Kirk agreed 


Diogenes stood up and Kirk and Spock rose with him. "It is nearly time for me to address 
the colony. We come together twice each day to learn more of our life. Come with me now, and 
you will begin to hear, also. Afterward, I will have Caldin find you a place to sleep. If you 
have any personal belongings, he will show you where to put them. If you have anything of value 
I would prefer you allow me to put them safely away. To learn how we live, it will be best for 
you to experience the same kind of existence.” 


"We have a few things.” Kirk met his eyes. 


Diogenes reached out and took each of them by the hand, squeezing tightly. "Jim, Spock, 
I welcome you here. I truly hope we can give you what you seek.” He dropped their hands and 
crossed to the door. "Come." 


As the two officers followed, Kirk felt a bad taste in his mouth and wondered why he disliked 
being dishonest with this man. 
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Diogenes led them down a man-made path behind the house. A few yards down, they were 
joined by Caldin, who fell into step beside the colony leader. He glanced briefly at the other 
men, then launched into conversation with Diogenes. He spoke in whispers so that they could 
not hear, but his manner indicated something was wrong. Diogenes responded quietly, nodding or 
shaking his head. He, too, kept his voice low, and although it was plain that he was not pleased 
by Caldin's words, his reaction was calm. As they continued to walk, he put an arm around Caldin, 
seeming to forget the two men behind. He was apparently reassurinc, for Caldin visibly relaxed. 


At that moment, they arrived at a large area, obviously constructed as a gathering place. 
It was not enclosed, but covered by some sort of metallic roof held up by wooden poles every five 
or six meters. At the end closest to them was a large, intricately carved podium - the most 
ornate thing seen since their arrival - elevated by a platform about a meter high. While Kirk 
had been observing the interaction between Diogenes and Caldin on their way here, Spock had been 
taking in the surroundings, and wondering why he had seen no colonists about. Now he had his 
answer. 


The Rotunda was packed with about eight or nine hundred men, women and children. Most sat 
on the bare ground, a few on course cushions or rugs, and still fewer on three rows of benches. 
They were representative of many races in the galaxy, but all were humanoid, able to exist in 
the natural environment of the planet. They looked poor, underfed, badly clothed, yet Spock 
was at once aware of an emotional electricity that charged the air. These people were experi- 
encing an exhilaration that did not manifest itself in their outward appearance. All of them 
faced the direction of the podium, waiting. 


As they arrived, Diogenes turned from Caldin, flashing a reassuring look, and addressed 
Kirk and Spock. 


"Please forgive me. I have not meant to ignore you. Caldin had a colony problem he needed 
to share with me. Come up onto the platform. I wish to introduce you to the others." 


Diogenes climbed up and took his place at the beautiful podium as a hush came over the 
assembled crowd. He leaned on the lecturn, looking out over the audience. Then he closed his 
eyes. 


"Let us meditate," he instructed, and his voice carried throughout the area. Kirk and Spock 
glanced at each other, checking with their eyes to see if he were using some type of amplification. 
None was apparent. 


Every eye closed. After ten minutes, Kirk began to squirm and ventured a peek. Everyone 
else, including Spock, seemed lost in their own thoughts. He waited. Another five minutes passed. 
Suddenly Diogenes spoke again, still keeping his eyes closed. 


"Oh, how fortunate we are to have come to this place, to have found a home where we can 
truly belong. Oh, how thankful we are, our hearts filled with gratitude, that we no longer need 
suffer the slings of prejudice and hate. For we are aZZ equal, and no man or woman or child is 


superior to another. This colony is the beginning of a new world for us and we are filled with 
love and appreciation." As he was speaking, the audience had begun to sway back and forth, and 
now they replied in unison. 


"We are thankful for Goodhope, oh, yes, we are thankful." 

Diogenes opened his eyes and looked out at the crowd, a broad smile on his face. 

"Is Goodhope your home?" he asked. 

The audience responded enthusiastically. "Yes!" 

"Are you loved in Goodhope?" 

"Vag!" 

"Do you belong in Goodhope?" 

"Yes!" 

"No one is different here," he encouraged 

"No one... ® came the response. 

"And alZ are different." 

"We belong, we belong." The crowd was familiar with the litany and obviously loving it. 

Diogenes raised his arms and the people quieted, waiting, listening. 

"What a wonderful thing it is to know that we belong, that we are loved, enfolded and pro- 
tected. My Beloveds, look at yourselves. See how insignificant the flesh is. Turn to your 
inner mind to find the truth. The body is merely a vessel, outward appearance is of so little 
consequence. Cast out the treacherous pride in things physical, which makes it impossible to 
reach that which lies hidden deep within all beings. You are your brother and your brother is 
you - no more, no less. For if a man or woman shall think, 'I am smarter, better looking, 
kinder, more dedicated than my brother,' that person is showing prejudice. If a man or woman 
says, 'My way is better than yours', that person is acting with pride and pride is a deadly 
obstacle. Your own will must yield to that which is good for all. Then, and only then, will 
you be prepared for the absolute joy of real belonging." Diogenes paused in his speech, his 
attention drawn to an old man sitting on the ground near the front of the crowd. The man had 
not opened his eyes since the meditation and now it became apparent that he was asleep. Kirk 
saw Diogenes throw a significant look at Caldin, although he could not interpret the meaning. 
Then the leader leaned over the podium, his eyes blazing, and shouted the old man's name. 

"Jory! Jory Lawi" 


A woman sitting next to the man nudged him and he quickly opened his eyes, startled. 
Diogenes called the name again and his tone was harsh, accusing. 


"Jory Law, you will approach the platform.” 


Law's face showed fear and the woman next to him, most likely his wife, was on the verge 
of tears. Painfully, the old man gained his feet and slowly made his way to the edge of the 
platform. Diogenes looked down at him, his expression hard. 


"Old Man, were you sleeping during the message?" The words were a challenge. Obviously 
terrified, the man formed an answer. 


"I... I just dozed for a moment, Diogenes. I... I didn't mean to. I wanted to receive 
the message... " 


Kirk, seated on the platform close to where the old man stood below, found himself growing 
increasingly angry. Diogenes was berating the poor soul for falling asleep, and the man looked 
as though he were hardly able to stand. Spock threw a warning look at his Captain and the two 


men held their tongues. 


"Did you, indeed?" Diogenes was questioning. "And with good reason. You are not exempt 
from your need to hear the words of truth. Your spirit is not so strong as to exist without 
sustenance." 


"IT... know that. I ama true seeker.. " Law tried to justify. 
"Ah, but your son is not!" 


The old man looked up sharply at that, panic on his face. In the audience, his wife 
gasped. Diogenes looked again at Caldin, who nodded. Then he continued, his voice still harsh. 


"Your son is a transgressor, Jory Law, a shirker of duty. He refuses to do his share, to 
be one with us, and you try to cover for him. You do his work as well as your own and you are 
so exhausted you cannot stay awake to hear the message. Where is your son now, Old Man? He is 
not here at the meeting." 


"Anton is i11. He was unable to do his chores. He is unable to attend," Law pleaded. "I 
only did a little of his work to help him because he is i111." 


"You lie!" Diogenes shouted. "You stand before me and lie to protect a wicked youth!" The 
crowd shifted uncomfortably and Law's wife sobbed quietly. Kirk began to inch forward, but Spock's 
hand on his arm cautioned against interference. Kirk glanced at Caldin, realizing now it.was what 
he must have been discussing with Diogenes an the way to the meeting. Caldin had discovered Anton 
Law's misconduct and had been reporting it. Diogenes had been prepared for this confrontation. 


The leader was shaking his head, addressing the crowd as well as Law. "Oh, what evil motives 
cause a follower to deceive. Do you think you can decide for yourself what is best for all? 
Do you think your will so strong that it must not yield? You are filled with deadly pride in 
your own judgment. This man's son makes a mockery of our beliefs and instead of seeking help, 
Jory Law elects to assist him in his defilement. Jory Law sleeps through the words that will 
show him the danger of his ways. He jeopardizes his place of belonging and acceptance in 
Goodhope. He totters on the brink of self-destruction." Diogenes stared at the man again. 
"For this act of deceit, for this failure to comply with our rules, you are as much a trans- 
gressor as your son and for your own good, you must be punished. Punishment is necessary to 
purge you of these evil tendencies.” 


Law hung his head, prepared to accept his fate, Diogenes motioned to two men at the other 
end of the platform. 


"Bereth, Hand, take him to the shed. A week's meditation may show him the destructiveness 
of his ways." 


As the two men escorted Law from the gathering, his wife sobbed uncontrollably. Diogenes 
looked at her. 


"Woman, do not weep for your husband. Be joyful that his intent was discovered so that 
he might be saved from self-destruction." The person next to her put an arm around Law's wife 
and she calmed, wiping her eyes. 


Diogenes took a breath and seemed to draw himself up to greater stature. The crowd 
relaxed. When he spoke, the harshness was gone and his voice was quiet, compassionate, yet 
strong. 


"It is a grevious thing that this should have happened today. It is grevious that one of 
our beloveds has come close to straying, and it hurts me that he must be dealt with. I know 
you all understand, and that you will meditate on how you will be able to help him and each 
other in the future. But today we are joined by two seekers who have come to Goodhope in search 
of a home. I am afraid they may have been upset by what took place." Diogenes looked over at 
Kirk and Spock, gauging their reaction. "It is my sincere hope that in time they will come to 
understand and accept the truth of this incident." Diogenes held out his arms, beckoning the 
two to Join him at the podium. 
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Slowly they came to their feet. Kirk was not convinced by the gentleness in the leader's 
voice, but decided that for now it was best to do as he was asked. As they approached the 
podium, Diogenes put an arm around each of them and spoke low, so that no one else could hear. 


"Don't be afraid by what you saw. The old man will be all right." 

"He seemed very scared," Kirk whispered. Diogenes frowned. 

"Because he knew he had done wrong. His son has a bad streak and cares nothing for the 
trouble he causes his father. Jory expected to be punished. He would not have been able to 
live with his guilt if he had not." 


Diogenes turned, facing the crowd. "This is Jim Kirk and Spock. Make them welcome at 
Goodhope. They seek to belong." A cheer swelled up from the crowd. Despite the altercation, 


Kirk and Spock could not help but be touched by the sincerity and the enthusiasm of these people. 


The warmth and love which emanated from the group was genuine. The crowd broke spontaneously 
into a song, the words of which were simple yet stirring. 


Never had a home 

Like this place bejore 

Never tn my Lege 

Since the day I was born. 

I was hated and resected - 

Oh, I know they were unong 

"Cause now IT am accepted, 

This 48 where I belong. 

Yes, I am Loved and I'm respected, 
This 45 where I am strong. 


Never had a home 

Never <n my Life 

This pkace ts my home, for the rest of my Lege, 
Yes, the rest of my 2i fe... 


Standing between them, Diogenes did not join in the singing, but closed his eyes, letting 
the mood of his people wash over him. When the song was over, the leader spoke again. 


"Goodhope shelters all who seek a home away from the bigotry and misunderstanding of 
society. From this humble beginning we will make the galaxy see that our way is right, our 
way is truth, our way offers peace without fear." Quietly, he dismissed the colonists, then 
seemed tc slump. Caldin appeared at his side. 


"Diogenes must rest now," he told Kirk and Spock. "You may go eat with the others, then 
Valla will take you to your cabin." He indicated a young woman waiting at the edge of the 
platform. Then Caldin put his arm around the leader and guided him out of the Rotunda. 
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After a simple meal served community-style in the open, Kirk and Spock were escorted to 
one of the cabins by the woman introduced as Valla. She explained that meals were prepared 
twice a day, and that individuals were given a choice of consuming their food at the long, 
public tables or, if they preferred, returning to their cabins with their rations. Most of 
the colonists, she admitted, elected the communal setting for the camaraderie. Valla also 
briefed them on the daily schedule which included worktime, a rest period, and an enrichment 
program. 


The cabin they were provided was sparsely furnished. There was a small round table in 
the center with two wooden chairs, a few built-in shelves, packing crates formed into a chest, 
and one low sofa. The lavatory was ina tiny alcove off to one side of the main section. There 
was a loft, accessible by ladder, where sleeping space was provided. 


"We live simply, Jim," Valla commented, apparently responding to the curiosity in his 
gaze. "But you will discover here a peace you would not find in the finest palaces in the 
galaxy." 
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"Spock and I didn't come for luxuries," Kirk assured her. 


Just then, Caldin and another man arrived with their belongings from the spacecraft. 
Kirk was surprised, having expected to return to the ship himself. He glanced over at Spock. 
The Vulcan raised an eyebrow then moved to assist the men. 


Caldin was beaming. "Here you are, friends. This is everything you'll need. I see you 
like good books, too." He fished into one of the cases and came up with a slim volume. 


It was disconcerting how familiar everyone seemed to be. The woman began to unpack one of 
the boxes and to stash clothing in the chest. 


"It's always a delight when new people arrive," the second man said, warmly touching Kirk's 
arm. “We hope you find peace here in Goodhope." 


"Please... '' Spock addressed Valla, "do not bother with that. We can do it.” Gently he 
took the things from her hands and placed them aside. 


Caldin spoke to them both. "I took the liberty of removing your identiplates for safe- 
keeping. If you have anything else of value, you might want to consider... " 


Kirk frowned. "You took our identiplates?" 


Caldin flushed. "I'm sorry. If it offends you, I'll have them returned immediately. I 
just thought... " 


"No," Kirk interrupted thoughtfully, deliberately. "We'd have no need of them here, I 
suppose." Carefully he reached into a pocket of a jacket at the bottom of a pile and fished 
out an impressive stack of credits. The money had been provided by Starfleet Command for just 
this purpose. "Here," he said now to Caldin, "we won't be needing this here in Goodhope, 
either. Will you take it to the vault?" 


"Certainly." 


"Thank you." Kirk did an exagerated yawn, and the ever-considerate Caldin picked up on it 
at once. 


"This has been an extremely busy day for both of you. Come," he gestured to the others. 
"Let them meditate in private on the momenteous step they have taken." 


At the doorway, Valla turned back. "Later, if you feel up to it, many of us congregate 
in the clearing - where we ate. We sing and share the benefits of our good fortune. You are 
welcome to join us." 


Caldin nodded agreement. "Yes. You must begin to become a part of the whole, to experience 
the fullness of life at Goodhope,." Without waiting for an answer, they left. 


Immediately, Kirk sagged into the sofa and exhaled deeply. Spock began to empty the 
crates of the few belongings they had brought along. Each of them was bursting with impressions, 
observations and comments, yet for a moment neither spoke, Kirk gazed around the cabin, and 
his first words were fabricated from that study. 

"No windows." 


Spock hesitated, intent on his task. Then, "Jim... our identiplates are not all that 
are missing.” 


"Oh?" Kirk stood up and joined him at the table. "What?" 


A puzzled frown wrinkled Spock's forehead. "All of our documents - the Liberty registration, 
discharge certificates -- ” 


"Diogenes said... ' Kirk began. 


"Yes, but wait. The chess set we packed, the Vulcan statuette, your Greek mini-sculpture 
. and the portarecorder and music tapes.” 


It was Kirk's turn to be puzzled. "Why? Most of those have no monetary value. They're 
just... personal effects." He and Spock had deliberately selected those particular items to 
give a sense of permanancy, a proclamation of uprooting, to the cover story. Even the chess 


set was fashioned by ship's stores, their own time-worn set still in place aboard the Enterprise, 


"Of course... '' Realization dawned on Spock. "They are all indicative of our former lives, 
separate cultures. The teaching of Diogenes obliterates all that was and focuses on a newfound 
identity. Relics from a former existance would be too much of a temptation." 


Kirk looked askance. "You may be right, but I still would have preferred to be consulted 
on the subject. I don't like the idea of anyone authoritatively appropriating my possessions.” 


"Nor I, but considering how open they have been about it, there is not much we can do. If 
we were 'true seekers', this would not disturb us.* 


Kirk pondered that for a moment, then double-checked the door before removing his shirt. 
"We'd better send a preliminary message to the ship while we have the chance." 


KIRK TO ENTERPRISE, REPORT NUMBER ONE: Commander Spocle and I have been accepted at 
Goodhope Colony. There are no outward scgns of brutakity on inhumane treatment, The 
people ane warm and friendly, the environment 44 harsh but the colony 44 carefully 
tended. (We met brtesty with Diogenes, who seems courteous and kind. 14'S too soon 
to neatly fudge. and one or two things seem slightly discordant, but we'll know more 
by tomorow night. Next transmission wil be mone detailed. Kirk out. 


After they had washed and rested, they left the cabin to seek out the gathering Valla had 
mentioned. Darkness had fallen and the clearing was blazing with light from lanterns strung on 
highwires. There was a party atmosphere to the scene, which reminded Kirk of evenings spent as 
a child at summer camp. Colonists milled around, talking in animated tones, or sat at the long 
tables. Some were working at what appeared to be craft projects, either individually or in 
groups. Others were writing or drawing in notebooks. A few played music on hand-fashioned 
instruments and Kirk recognized the melody he had heard the crowd sing earlier. 


"What are we expected to do?" Spock asked dubiously as they wandered around. 
"blhatever we want, I suppose." 


Suddenly a nearby voice called their names. Seated alone at one of the tables was the man 
who had brought their things to the cabin. 


"T didn't have a chance to introduce myself earlier,” he greeted them as they approached, 
"T live in the cabin next to yours. My name is Nars." 


Kirk sat across from him. “Hello again." He noted the writing paper and stylus in Nars' 
hands. "vlhat are you doing?" 


"Composing a letter to be sent out to my cousin. Mail goes out tomorrow." 

"How do you... send it from here?" Kirk asked, surprised by the man's words. One of the 
most confirmed charges against Goodhope was the lack of communication from the colonists. Many 
relatives and friends had not heard from their loved ones in months or even years. 


Nars shrugged his shoulders. "We transmit to Starbase Twelve, I think. I'm not too sure 
of the relays they use.” 


"Do you ever receive replies?" Spock asked. 


"Certainly. Not too often," Nars admitted, “what with subspace radio being what it is." 
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Kirk could understand that. The colony was isolated from the main hub of the Federation, 
and it could take months for a message to make the circuit. He nodded. "Terrible." 


"I just wanted to let you know that I'm nearby, if you ever need anything. My sister, 
Valla, my brother Parc, and I are there for you, all right?" 


"Thank you. Spock and I appreciate that, Nars." Kirk stood. 

"May we extend the same courtesy to you, sir," Spock responded. 

Nars seemed pleased by the Vulcan's words, and he waved them off cheerfully. 

As Kirk and Spock walked away from the tables, Kirk noticed that one of the groups who 
stood talking included Jory Law's wife. He nudged Spock as the woman broke away and began to 
walk in their general direction. 

"C'mon," Kirk urged 


They intercepted her and Kirk smiled warmly. "Evening, ma'am,” 


She smiled brightly in return. "You're the two newcomers, aren't you? Welcome to 
Goodhope.” 


"Thank you. We were... concerned about your husband, Mrs. Law. Is he all right?" 
"He will be," she asserted firmly. 
"You seemed upset this afternoon..." Kirk prompted. 


"T was taken by surprise and I acted foolishly. Diogenes has given my back the peace in 
my heart." 


"What will happen to your husband?" Spock asked. 


"He will discover the truth. Lessons can be most painful for those of us more advanced 
in our lives. We've gone too many years ina set pattern of thought. Change is difficult.” 


"Why did you come to Goodhope?” Kirk asked. 


"Because I heard the words of Diogenes and it was as if a part of me that had been waiting 
was suddenly filled. Jory heard, too, and he agreed." 


"And your son, the one Diogenes called a 'transgressor'. Did he agree?" Kirk asked. 

"Anton is young, immature, and in our ignorance I think we spoiled him. Goodhope is the 
best thing that could have happened to him. Only, as with many youths, he doesn’t realize it 
yet," 

"Tell me," Spock probed, "would you want to leave Goodhope if you could?” 

"Leave? Why would anyone want to leave here?" Her voice was blank. 


"Has no one ever tried?" Spock pressed. 


"Tried...? You make it sound like a prison," she charged. "There's no co-ercion used. 
We stay because we love it, because we love Diogenes." 


"T hope we can attain such peace.” Kirk was instantly enthusiastic and wistful. 
"You will." She smiled again. "Now, if you'll excuse me, please. I'm quite tired... " 
"Of course." Kirk stepped aside. "Good evening, Mrs. Law,” 


As she passed out of hearing, Kirk turned puzzled eyes to Spock. "It all sounds reasonable, 
and yet... " 


"... And yet there's a man out there, locked in a shed for seven days... " Spock picked up. 


"Yes, the shed," Kirk remarked. "I think we should go take a look at that shed." 


Spock's eyebrow quirked. "Affirmative... Jim," he finished awkwardly. 
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The punishment shed was near the edge of the compound, set back against a craggy hill. 
The two men approached with a touch of stealth, and when they discovered a guard posted out 
in front of the shed, they took pains to conceal their presence completely. 


The guard was one of the two who had taken Jory Law from the meeting. He was not armed 
in any visible way and he sat ona stool in front of the door, casually weaving a few blades 
of straw. Once or twice he glanced up. looking, listening, as if he heard them, but he did 
not leave the stool. 


There was no lantern out here, only the moonlight by which to see, and the shed was dark 
and silent. Like the cabins, there were no windows. In fact, the shed appeared to be just a 
much smaller version of the living quarters. 


Kirk and Spock tiptoed around from the back and got close to the building, but there was 
simply nothing to see or hear. Defeated, they finally gave up and sneaked away, to return to 


their own cabin and several hours of bedtime discussion on all they had seen and heard on their 


first day at Goodhope. 


Chapter Two 


O, their third day in Goodhope, Kirk and Spock were approached by Valla as they trudged 
back to their cabin at the end of their daily chores in the fields. She and her brothers - 
Kirk could only assume they were biologically related, since everyone in Goodhope were 'kin' 
in the philosophical sense - lived in the cabin nearest theirs. Valla intercepted them on the 
pathway between the two cabins. 

"Jim - Spock, how are you doing?" She greeted them cheerfully. 
Kirk smiled warmly, liking the friendly, gentle woman. ''Fine, thanks." 


"Your skin's darkening from the sun,” she remarked. "But your hair... " She reached up 
to touch it. "Goodness, it gets lighter.” 


He laughed easily, wondering where she had been raised that she had never seen such a 
phenomena. "It's not that uncommon among Terrans." 


Her eyes drifted to Spock and she spoke quickly, but not before Kirk had caught a glimpse 
of disapproval cross her face. 


"Spock, you do not darken with the sun's exposure." 


"My skin is less sensitive. The sun is much stronger on Vulcan and we are biologically 
equipped to withstand... " 


"When he does 'tan', it's more like olive green," Kirk teased fondly. 


"Tt is good to acknowledge our differences," Valla replied thoughtfully, "but it is wrong 
to take pride in those differences." 
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"A difference that makes no difference ts no difference?" Kirk quoted. 


Valla nodded. "Precisely. Anyway, I didn't come out here for idle chatter. I wanted to 
invite you to our circle group tonight." 


"What is a 'circle group'?" Spock asked, 


"Every colonist belongs to a circle. We change groups for stimulation when complacency 
sets in. There are... oh, I don't know, maybe seventy-five circles. Each circle contains a 
minimum of eight members, a maximum of twelve. Meetings are once a week and we exchange views, 
strengthen the messages given to us by Diogenes, strive for greater wisdom and understanding." 
She broke off and regarded them candidly. "You would truly benefit from it." 


"Sounds interesting,” Kirk agreed. "When, and where?" 


"Sunset, in front of my cabin tonight. We rotate locations. Perhaps we'll be honored by 
a visit from Diogenes tonight. He often drops in unannounced on circle groups." 


"We shall be there," Spock promised. 


"Thank you for inviting us," Kirk finished. 
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The area in front of Valla's cabin had been transformed. The ground had been freshly 
cleared of rocks, and large blankets laid over the dirt to cover a space about twelve feet 
square. Lanterns were hung on poles shoved into the dirt, ringing the section. As Kirk and 
Spock approached, they noticed that seven men and women were already there. 


Valla stood up to greet them. Taking each of them by an arm, she led them to the group. 


"You all know our newest members of the colony - Jim, Spock. But it's much more difficult 
for them to know all of us." 


Several people laughed; they all smiled. Valla addressed Kirk and Spock. "Who do you 
know?” 


; "You," Kirk confessed. Then he added, pointing, "Your brother, Nars."” He shrugged. "I 
give up." 


"All right. The other three gentlemen are Herkon, Peter, and KimSoon, The ladies are 
Jessica and Mialyn. And we are still awaiting our final member, Leander." 


"Here he comes now," Peter observed. 


After the greetings were completed, the group fashioned a circle on the ground and everyone 
laid back, facing the sky, hands joined. Kirk noted that Spock was on his right and Nars on his 
left. After a moment of silence, one of the other men began to speak 


"Look up. Look up from whence the circle has come. The circle has no beginning, it has no 
end. It is forever and unbroken. The stars formed our beginning and they shall be our destiny. 
From nothingness we came to be, as the stars came to be from nothingness. f£ach of us is an 
incredible link to the cosmos. We are one with the universe. We are the universe. The ripple 
becomes the wave, the wave the tide. So be it." 


"So be it," they all chanted, 


Kirk felt his nerves tingling responsively. He felt the warmer-than-Human hand in his and 
tightened the pressure, squeezing slightly. 


The man continued. From the faintly Oriental accent, Kirk decided it might be KimSoon, 
but he could not be sure. 


"We do not exist alone. We belong to each other, cemented by our glorious destiny, our 
common, universal heritage. No one is different, alien, foreign, strange." 


"No one," they chorused, and Kirk joined in. He heard Spock, beside him, say the words. 


"We strive to erase pride, to erase prejudice, to be equal and equally loved. With that 
goal in mind, let the circle be our guide," he finished. 


Gradually the members began to sit up. Kirk looked toward KimSoon. 
"Your words were beautiful," he said, meaning it sincerely. 


KimSoon grinned broadly. "Not mine, friend. Those are the words of Diogenes. I was only 
quoting." 


"We are grateful, then, to Diogenes," Spock remarked. 

"Diogenes taught us the procedure for the Circle group. Those of us here at the beginning 
of Goodhope were blessed to have him at every gathering. Now," KimSoon shrugged, "there are 
just too many. About ten groups meet every night." 

"Have you been here since Goodhope was founded?" Kirk asked him. 

"IT came on the second ship, from Machos 10," Kim explained. "Those were exciting days." 

"Every day is exciting, Kim," Peter reproved. 

"True, true," KimSoon smiled and nodded. "But Diogenes was... everywhere, then." 

A voice spoke from behind them. "He is sti2Z2 everywhere, KimSoon." 

The group turned as one to face their leader. Diogenes strolled into the circle and sat 
down easily, his expression serene and composed. The lamplight gleamed off his yellow hair, 
creating an aura around his head. As usual, he was dressed in white, accented this evening 
with silver thread at his throat and shoulders. 

"Teacher... " someone said faintly. 

"Shall we embark upon our journey together," Diogenes invited. "There is so much we need 
to learn about each other and ourselves. The truths, the rotting, hurting things we keep 
hidden, must be exorcised, must be faced and discarded before we can attain pure peace. Who 
will begin?" 


No one spoke for a moment, then Jessica ventured, "I will.” 


Diogenes turned his full attention on her. "Courage is a beautiful thing, Jessica Avery. 
Tell me first, have you ever hated?" 


She seemed mesmerized by his eyes. "Yes." 

"Whom did you hate?" 

"Many people." 

"Races?" 

"No. No... just people. A boy in my neighborhood. A woman who was a friend of the family." 
"Why did you hate them?" 

"They... annoyed me." 

"Not good enough," KimSoon contributed. 

"Were they 'ugly', Jessica?" Valla asked. 


Kirk was fascinated, watching the scene played out. Subconsciously, he began to form his 
own answers. Joey Patterson, a friend of Sam's had always set his teeth on edge. Big, loud, 
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overbearing, deceitful, forever tormenting a kid brother. And there had been Finnigan, another 
obnoxious lout. Would he call what he felt for them hatred? 


Jessica finally came to her own defense. "No, they weren't different. They were just 
people, like us. Only, they wouldn't listen to reason. They'd never dream of seeking a place 
like Goodhope." 


Diogenes asked her, "Do you think you are special, because you've chosen to come here, 
Jessica?" 


"I listened, and I believed. If it is good for us, is it not good for all?" she demanded. 

"We cannot force our beliefs on others," Nars countered. 

"Do you condemn all those who do not think as we do?" Diogenes asked. 

"I condemn no one! I have no right to condemn." 

Diogenes turned to the rest of the group. "Who else here has hated?” 

Everyone answered quietly, "I have." Even Kirk found himself mouthing the words. It was 
true, it was an emotion over which he had no control... suddenly, he realized that Diogenes 
was staring at Spock. He turned to look at his friend. 

"Spock?" Diogenes voice was soft. "Have you never hated?" 

"Hate is an emotion, sir. On Vulcan, we are trained not to express such feelings." 

"IT know of your planet's philosophy, Spock," Diogenes countered. "And I have heard that 
your training is quite severe. But you were not born without emotions. As a baby, as a child, 


you felt warmth, security, love. You felt cold, anger, even hatred, did you not?" 


"Perhaps... " Spock seemed slightly uncomfortable. "It is difficult to remember such 
things.” 


Herkon put in, "Maybe you don't want to remember.” 


"If you deny emotion," Diogenes went on, "then why are you seeking the peace of Goodhope? 
To have peace, one must first be troubled." 


"To say that there are places where I am not satisfied, as an individual, is not to treat 
the situation emotionally," Spock explained. 


Even to Kirk it sounded like typical Vulcan doubletalk. Diogenes seized upon it. 
"And what of those who dissatisfy you? What do you feel toward them?" 

"T try to be tolerant. They -- " Spock began. 

"You try?" Diogenes emphasized. "Is it difficult to be tolerant?" 


Kirk wanted to tell him to leave Spock alone - the confrontation was becoming too dangerous. 
Spock's self-esteem as a Vulcan was tenuous enough, he didn't need this probing. 


"Yes," Spock admitted. °Sometimes it is difficult.” 


"You seem awfully proud of the fact that you're a Vulcan," Valla commented. "What has 
being a Vulcan done for you, as an individual?” 


Kirk had though earlier that he liked the woman, now he took it back. Unfair, he screamed 
Silently. Still, he found himself listening closely as Spock formed a reply. 


"It taught me to respect all races, to delight in the differences... a philosophy much 
like yours, which is why Goodhope fascinates me.” 


"Spock... " Diogenes softened his voice. "Listen carefully and do not misunderstand, for 
I do not mean to imply that you are not welcome at Goodhope. Indeed, you know you are. But... 
if Vulcan can offer such peace and contentment, why did you come here? Why don't you merely 
return to your homeworld? Why did you leave to begin with?" 


"ET... " Spock falterd. Of course, Kirk knew, Spock had mot chosen Goodhope, yet somehow 
that did not seem the issue. Spock studied Diogenes. "I told you the other day. Their philo- 
sophy is not always extended to someone not purely Vulcan." 


"You were looked down upon?” Valla seemed shocked. 


"Not... precisely. Nothing overt," Spock hedged, trying, Kirk suspected, to keep the 
cover story and yet defend Vulcan. 


"Are you proud to be a Vulcan?” Diogenes asked. 

"Pride is also an emotion." 

"You exist without any emotion?" Leander asked, skeptical. 
"I have always attempted to do so." 


Diogenes looked over at Kirk, thoughtful, then back to Spock. "Yet you permit a Human 
friend, you seek sanctuary at Goodhope with him. Is emotion not necessary to sustain a friend- 
ship? Spock, Spock... you are not being honest with yourself. Can't you see the dangerous 
game you are playing? You invite deceit and dishonesty to take you over by trying to be two 
different people. ” 


My God, Kirk marveled. The man's known Spock gor three days, talked with him tuice -- 
and he can be that perceptive, A chill inched down his spine. 


"I... " Spock fidgeted. Diogenes moved close to him and put a hand on his shoulder. 


"We love you, Spock, and in time you will come to love ws. You will be free to admit that 
love, to experience the positive emotions without fearing the negative. You will learn that 
emotions, like anything else in life, may be good and may be bad. Listen to your inner self, 
let it guide you in the days to come.” 


No one spoke for a moment, then Diogenes stood. "Go forth now, and each of you search 
your heart for those negative emotions. Take them out, examine them, and throw them away. 
Peace, my Beloveds." 


"Peace to all... " they called out. 


One by one they began to rise and look around. Kirk noticed several people surround Jessica 
and hug her. Then a few approached Spock and himself. Valla stood before the Vulcan and gently 
embraced him. When she released him, Peter took her place. No words were spoken, it was a 
tactile celebration of unity. No one was excluded. Leander, Mialyn, and Nars embraced Kirk and 
he returned the gesture awkwardly. The silent activity went on for about ten minutes. Finatly 
they began to drift away. 


Kirk touched Spock's arm to indicate their own departure, and the Vulcan met his eyes. There 


was such confusion in the deep brown depths that, impulsively, Kirk followed the example of the 


others. He raised his arms and put them around the lean shoulders and held him for a moment. Then, 


keeping one hand on the Vulcan's shoulder, they walked slowly back to their cabin. 
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In the privacy of their cabin, neither man spoke as they got ready for bed, When Spock 
returned from washing, he found Kirk already in the loft. He ascended the ladder, pausing at 
the top rung. 


"Have you filed the report?" he asked. 


Kirk, propped on an elbow, shook his head. "No. I'11 do it in the morning before we leave. 
I'm exhausted," 
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Spock climbed back down to extinguish the light. In a minute, he returned and crawled into 
his sleeping area. 


"Spock... " Kirk's voice cut into the darkness. "Are you all right?" 


"Of course, Jim." Spock knew the answer was too swift, too emphatic, so he added wryly, 
"Although I was not aware that I had so many problems." 


"They mean well." 

"T know." They were silent for a moment. 

"It's strange," Kirk began thoughtfully, “I've always believed 'paradise’ doesn't work. 
Remember the people of Landru? Same idea - peace, tranquility, all are one. Yet I found it 
unhealthy. Here, the philosophy is the same, yet the people are vital, involved, alive. There's 
no apathy, which is usually present in such a society." 


"It seems to work because Goodhope is not a paradise, Jim. There are problems, concerns, 
and they are dealt with, not ignored." 


"Maybe that's it," Kirk agreed. "I'm not always sure that I agree with Diogenes, but I 
approve what he's trying to do here.” 


"What of the negative charges made against him?" 


Kirk sighed. "We've seen nothing to substantiate such claims. Frankly, I'm starting to 
resent the role of Devil's Advocate." 


"Our mission... " Spock began. 

"Yes, I know. But, Spock, most of these people left the Federation because they were 
scorned, turned aside, rejected. What right now, does the Federation have to come snooping 
in their lives, under the guise of protection?” 


"We have the opportunity to invalidate the claims, though. If our reports are favorable, 
that should be the end of it." 


"Should be, but will it?" Kirk asked softly. Spock was silent, so Kirk looked over at him, 
trying to read his facial expression in the dark. The impassive features had never been so 
guarded. "What do you think?" 

"T am attempting to remain an impartial observer." 

"They make that difficult,” Kirk murmured. 

"Indeed. I did not say it was easy." 

"Do you believe I'm over-reacting?" 


"I believe we need more time, more knowledge," Spock answered. 


"Agreed." Kirk yawned sleepily. "Well, morning comes early in Goodhope. We'll see what 
tomorrow brings.” 


Kirk shifted onto his other side and in minutes the soft, even sound of his breathing told 
the Vulcan he was sleeping. Spock stared up at the ceiling, contemplating the evening, and the 
words of Diogenes. 


There was, indeed, a pride in being Vulcan. They were taught, as children, in logical, 
non-emotional words to feel that emotion. T'Pau herself had stated that 'Vulcans pride them- 
selves on their heritage.’ Was it necessarily wrong, as Diogenes insinuated, to feel a sense 
of racial superiority? Obviously that line of logic was more in tune with Vulcan philosophy 
than that which Vulcan itself taught. Paradox. 
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After the meeting, when those people had come up to him, when he had been faced with physical 
demonstrativeness, he had felt a momentary confusion. He was trained to disapprove, yet he had 
not found it offensive. The silent message had come through - regardless of what or who he was, 
he was loved and appreciated. Then Jim had come to him and understood, offered his own, unique 
comfort. 


It was a moment that stood apart, and Spock knew he would never forget it, or the people 
who had made it happen. 


Chapter Three 


|. following day, as Kirk and Spock headed out of the compound toward the fields, Caldin 
came running toward them. 


"Jim... Spock, Diogenes asked to see you. Come on up to the house." 


Briefly, Kirk wondered if they had been uncovered somehow, if Diogenes had learned or 
inferred the true reason for their presence in Goodhope. As they walked back to the big white 
house, he tried to consider what he would say, inventing lies to cover the lies, imagining every 
possible move. Questioning Caldin revealed nothing. When asked if anything were wrong, Caldin 
looked at him curiously and said only, "You'll have to ask Diogenes that. I was asked merely to 
bring you.” 


Diogenes was at his desk as he had been when they first arrived. But now, the room was 
occupied by many others. Colonists sat at the work benches, and a few were engaged in tasks 
at the file cabinets. It was a scene of concentrated activity. 


"Good morning, Jim, Spock. Sit down," the leader requested. As the men took seats, he 
continued. "I've been reading through your files, the papers you were asked to fill out when 
you arrived... " 


Here <t comes, Kirk thought. Where did we malee a mistalee? Yet he noticed that Diogenes 
did not seem displeased or angry. The leader gazed at them intently. 


"Here in Goodhope, gentlemen, we like to feel that everyone has a niche in which they are 
comfortable, satisfied. No offense, but the two of you are not farmhands,” 


Kirk was momentarily confused. "We never said we were," he pointed out. 


“Of course not," Diogenes assured. "And now that I've had a chance to examine your records, 
I'd like to offer you work positions that are more in line with your capabilities." 


"Oh." Some of the tension drained out of Kirk and he smiled at the leader. “What did you 
have in mind?" Anything, he thought, would be preferable to the manual field labor. Although 
that work, too, had its own rewards, he'd prefer something else. 


Diogenes turned first to Spock. "You are a scientist , with your specialty in computers. 
Unfortunately, ours is not a very computerized society - at least not yet. We do have some 
antique models which will probably have you tearing your hair out - or so the technicians tell 
me. We rely on them to double-check our scientific studies. Most of our work is agricultural 
in nature, of course. We've been conducting tests with soil and irrigation possibilities, ways 
to improve the crop yield, that sort of thing. We're also planning to build a power plant so 
that the entire compound can go on electricity. We have two portable generators now, and they're 
certainly not sufficient.” 


"T would endeavor to contribute whatever I could," Spock responded, already eager to start. 
"IT have made some observations in the field which may prove beneficial." 
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"Excellent. You may start today. The lab is located behind this house, on a path to your 
left." Diogenes turned to Kirk. 


"And you, Jim, have several advantageous points, also. You are familiar with Federation 
bureaucracy, Starfleet regulations and forms. We are required to file a number of reports , 
consisting of statistical data regarding the operational end of the colony. That means a lot 
of bookkeeping, and a system that's beyond reproach. We have several staff-members who do an 
excellent job. What I'd like you to do is to co-ordinate their activities, compile the daily 
reports into monthly statements and take care of issuing the tri-monthly Federation paperwork. 
As it is, the staff works independently, and I've found there's a lot of crossover, so you'll 
be free to organize the department as you see fit. It's an extremely important phase of our 
office work, Jim, so I'll be working closely with you at first until we get it smoothed out," 


"Sounds like an interesting challenge," Kirk affirmed. 


"Good. As time passes, there may be other duties I'll want you to assume, We shall begin 
today." Diogenes waited until Spock had begun to rise, then he frowned. "Spock... one moment, 
please. There's one other thing I wished to speak to both of you about." He folded his hands 
on the desk in front of him and his expression was disapproving. 


Kirk felt suddenly uneasy. What now? 


Diogenes continued to regard them sternly, letting the silence stretch out the tension be- 
fore he spoke. Finally, he began. "I was told that you were seen wandering around the shed 
where Jory Law is being isolated the other day. The guard described your actions as ‘furtive'." 


Kirk opened his mouth to offer an alibi, but Diogenes didn't give him a chance to speak. 
"Now, I can understand your concern, I accept that our ways are still strange to you, but I 
cannot condone such open distrust and disrespect. Didn't I assure you that the old man would 
be all right, that our punishment is meted out with fairness and compassion?" 


"Yes, but -- ” Kirk managed. 


"But you chose not to believe me." Diogenes was silent. Then, "If you had come to me, 
expressed your concern, I could have allayed your fears. Did you speak to the guard, ask him 
questions?" 


"No," Spock admitted. 


"He would have assured you that Law was all right. You gained nothing by a private assess~ 
ment of the building." Diogenes’ eyes narrowed. "You were dishonest in your actions, and I 
will not tolerate dishonesty. Because you are new here, I'll overlook it this time, but if you 
cannot learn to trust what I say, then you are not welcome in Goodhope." 


Kirk glanced at the Vulcan and their eyes met, forming a silent question at the veiled 
threat. 


Quietly, Kirk formed a response. "Concern for others sometimes prompts hasty reactions. 
We couldn't dismiss the picture of the old man's fear, his wife's obvious despair..." 


"Certainly. A week with one's own evil thoughts as the only companion can be a fearsome 
thing. But in a few days, Jory will return to us and you'll be able to judge for yourselves 
the benefits to be derived from such a personal confrontation. 


"I dislike dealing with unpleasant situations such as this," he went on. "It grieves 
me to encounter distrust and hostility. But I will not allow it. Is that clear, gentlemen?" 


"Perfectly." Kirk suddenly felt foolish. As one accustomed to command, he could empathize 
with Diogenes' need for authority and obedience. Yet, at the same time, the incident served to 
remind him that they were being watched, and their actions reported back to the.leader, and that 
was disquieting. 


"Affirmative," Spock agreed, uncomfortable under the penetrating eyes of Diogenes. There 
was a curious sense that no matter what they did, the leader seemed to be one step ahead of 
them. And yet it was not a malevolent superiority, but rather a gentle commander who tried to 
guide them forward. 


"All right, then. We will speak of it no more. Spock, you may go to the lab now. Jim, 
come with me and I'1] introduce you to your co-workers." 
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For the next several days, Kirk and Spock were kept extremely busy, The new jobs were 
absorbing and taxing in a way which the farming had not been. They began to slip into the 
full schedule of the community, rising at five a.m. and sometimes not stumbling back to bed 
until nearly midnight. 


Every day started with a community breakfast in the clearing. The food was tasty but 
meagre, and hunger seemed to return too soon after eating. After the meal, Diogenes spoke 
briefly before everyone was dismissed to their respective labors. It was a long shift, until 
four p.m., at which time they gathered in the Rotunda for the daily address from Diogenes. 
Then, they ate again, the second and final meal of the day. From that time on they were 
theoretically on their own, but there were numerous activities, meeting sessions, group 
endeavors, always taking place. Diogenes, or the colonists who served as his aides, managed 
to oversee everything that occurred, skillfully creating an atmosphere of worthwhile recre- 
ation. The colonists were encouraged to participate and praised for diligence. To keep up 
the pose of 'true seekers', Kirk and Spock managed to go along with everything. 


While the new jobs were stimulating, the most satisfying part of the day remained the two 
lectures by Diogenes himself. The man was a skillful orator, his speeches were thought-provoking 
and fascinating. Kirk could understand why so many people adored him - besides being a born 
leader and a charismatic person, he was appealing to one of mankind's oldest desires, the need 
to belong. 


His fourth day on Diogenes' staff, Kirk was sent out to collect a report from Nieron, 
the man in charge of the colony's building program. Several new structures were under con- 
struction and Kirk finally located him at the site of the new schoolhouse. 


As the two stood discussing the necessary data, a workman on the roof above their heads 
called out a sudden, sharp warning. 


Nieron wasted several crucial seconds frozen by fear, but Kirk reacted instinctively, 
sensing the direction of the danger and the foreman's immobility. A pulley conveying a stack 
of lumber to the rooftop had broken its securing wire and the load was falling toward them. 
Kirk flattened and rolled to the right, pulling Nieron down with him. Dust choked his lungs 
as the heavy boards crashed around them, but it seemed they had made it past the point of im- 
pact. One plank on the rebound, however, struck Kirk on the shoulder and he howled with the 
incredible jolt of pain. 


Nieron got shakily to his knees. "Jim... Jim, are you all right?" Other workers on the 
ground began to gather around them. 


"Yes... it's all right,” Kirk managed, struggling to sit up. The pain had subsided to a 
dull throb and Kirk decided he was more shaken than hurt. Excited, nervous chatter swelled 
around him and he calmed, automatically trying to cover the pain. With a curious detachment, 
he realized that his left arm felt numb, and when Nieron reached over and touched the injured 
shoulder, he winced and let out an involuntary moan. 


"You'd better go to the infirmary and have that looked to," the foreman advised. His eyes 
met Kirk's. "Your swift action saved my life, Jim. I... " He trailed off, still badly shaken. 


"T'11 go with him, Nieron,” Kirk heard a nearby voice. He looked up and recognized 
Leander, one of the men from the circle group. Kirk had not noticed him at the site until now. 


The foreman nodded and Leander helped Kirk to his feet. 

It was a fairly long walk to the infirmary, and by the time they arrived the pain had 
increased to a pounding in Kirk's shoulder. Leander kept up a steady, comforting stream of 
reassurance and idle chatter, keeping a solicitious eye on Kirk's progress. 


The infirmary was a long, low building not far from the Rotunda. The inside was cool 
and dim and smelled, like hospitals everywhere, with a stinging odor that insulted the nostrils. 
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Leander explained the problem to a woman seated just inside the doorway, while Kirk took 
the opportunity to look around. Colonists, obviously sick or injured, sat on benches along the 
walls. There was a partition beyond and he could hear sounds of activity, but could not see 
past it. Leander turned back to him and told Kirk to take a seat. 


Kirk found a spot on one of the benches as Leander bid him farewell. He waited. Every so 
often a woman appeared from behind the partition and called a name, and one of the waiting 
colonists would leave. 


Chafing at the delay, he tried to ignore the persistant pain in his shoulder. Every time 
he shifted position it throbbed. It was nearly two hours before the woman called his name. 


Relieved, he followed her past the partition and was led to a cubicle where he was instructed 
to remove his shirt and have a seat. Several minutes later, a frail old wisp of a man entered 
and Kirk looked up, wondering, until he noticed the caduceus attached to the man's shirt. 


"Jim Kirk? I'm Gordon Towers. You had an accident... ?' There was an air of skepticism 


in his look as he studied Kirk. 
"Are you a doctor?" Kirk asked, equally skeptical. 
Towers hesitated. "You're new to Goodhope, aren't you?" 
"Yes," Kirk admitted. 


"T am the doctor, Jim Kirk. And that's why it's very important that everyone understands 
the evil of malingering. I don't have time to hold hands or wipe noses. Let me see what you've 
managed to do to yourself." 


"One doctor for almost a thousand people?" Kirk was amazed, ignoring the lecture. 


Towers nodded and began to press on Kirk's shoulder as he spoke. "Oh, I'm not alone. My 
wife knows as much about medicine as I do, but she's not registered. And there are six nurses, 
all competent and efficient... " he paused as Kirk reacted to his probing. "Hurts, doesn't it? 
Well, I don't think any bones are broken. It's just bruised. Wait, I'll get some ointment." 


"You don't think...?" Kirk asked. "Aren’t you going to do a scan?" 


"Scans cost money to operate. If there were some question, I'd use it, but in your case 
there's not." Towers reached into a cabinet and took out a tube. The ointment felt good, 
soothing, but Kirk still bristled at the treatment. Towers continued. “I'll wrap it for you 
and immobilize the arm. Take it easy for a few days, keep it elevated at night until the 
swelling goes down. It'll be sore for awhile, but most pain is only as bad as ome believes it 
to be. Meditate, keep your thoughts pure and positive. You'll be all right." Reluctantly, 
it seemed, he handed the tube to Kirk. “Here. If it gets too bad, use this.” 


Kirk looked askance at the ointment. "And that's it? Look, a sonic treatment would -~" 


Towers laughed without mirth. "And an ounce of dilithium would make me a rich man. Jim, 
we have very little here. I have next to nothing with which to work. What do you expect?" 
He fastened the sling and gently guided Kirk's hand through it. "It's nearly time for the 
message. Go, now." 


A woman showed Kirk out through the back door. 


This tome, he reflected, <t was only a minorn injwy... but what happens when they get a 
major emergency? Kirk resolved to discuss the situation with Diogenes at work tomorrow. 


People were hurrying toward the Rotunda from all directions, so Kirk, too, set off, 
peripherally searching for Spock's familiar figure. They always sat together at the daily 
sessions. 


He found him seated near the platform. The Vulcan raised an arm in greeting and Kirk 


saw the shadow of consternation cross his face as he approached. As Kirk slipped in beside 
him, Spock could not suppress his concern. 
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"Jim... what happened?" 


"Nothing serious," Kirk dismissed. ''I had an accident - hurt my shoulder. But I discovered 
that the medical facilities leave much to be desired. Wait... I'll tell you about it after the 
message.” 


Spock regarded him thoughtfully, dissatisfied by the abrupt explanation, but he didn't press. 
Instead, he called Kirk's attention to something else. "Look," he remarked, indicating toward 
the front row. "Jory Law is back with us." 


Pain forgotten, Kirk followed Spock's gaze. It was, indeed, the same old man who had been 
chastized on the day of their arrival. Kirk strained to get a better view of him. Law appeared 
to be thinner and his face was haggard, drawn, from the week-long imposed isolation. Kirk was 
too far away to tell if there were any signs of physical abuse. 


Just then Diogenes entered and there was no time left for talk or speculation. Everyone 
turned toward the podium. 


He began the meeting in the usual manner, fifteen minutes of silent meditation followed by 
the opening questions and responses. Kirk and Spock knew them by heart and joined in the crowd. 
When the group was primed and ready, Diogenes began his message. 


"Beloveds, as my duties today carried me throughout Goodhope, I was heartened by the progress 
I observed. We are building a growing, self-sustaining community that belongs to all of us, as 
we belong to it and each other." There were smiles from the colonists, a few whispered comments. 
The reaction was not lost on Diogenes. 


"These words of praise please you," he began. "You are proud of your accomplishments." 
Diogenes paused for the words to sink in. The smiles faded. "Pride is a deceitful enemy! 
Pride is a killer of love! Pride is self-centered, boastful! Pride fosters prejudice!” The 
audience shifted in discomfort and Kirk threw Spock a quick glance, 


"Oh, Beloveds," Diogenes' voice softened in appeal. "I see by your faces that you have 
not yet purged yourselves of this vicious tendency. You cannot attain the true humility that 
brings peace as long as you harbor the tiniest trace of pride in your heart. What we do here 
in Goodhope, what we accomplish must be for the good of all and for no other reason. If you 
can finish your work in less time than it takes another, you must not feel that you have done 
better, but be grateful that you will have time to do more. In service and sacrifice there is 
joy and contentment. Goodhope is our testing ground. It is here that we will learn if we are 
truly worthy to live without hatred and bigotry. For these evils have no place in Goodhope, 
and anyone who feels them, even in secret, has no place in Goodhope.” 


The crowd stirred in agreement. 

"Now, I have an example for you," Diogenes smiled. "Look down front, Beloveds, and see 
who sits among us once more. Our own Jory Law has returned of his own will, to the fold. Come 
forth, Jory, that we might welcome you back." 

As the old man slowly rose to his feet, Kirk and Spock leaned forward to see better. The 
man seemed to be having some difficulty standing, and his wife put out her hand to help him. 
Diogenes peered over the podium at a young boy sitting on the other side of Law. 

"Anton, rise and assist your father to the platform," he commanded. 

The boy stood. He was a tall, skinny youth. He took his father's arm and the two made 
their way to Diogenes. Anton kept his eyes on the ground, his hand firmly supporting the old 
man. Kirk leaned over to Spock. 


"Law looks pretty feeble," he whispered. "I wonder what happened to him in that shed.” 
Spock was prevented from answering by a sharp, disapproving look from the man next to him, 


As the Laws stood before him, Diogenes came around from behind the podium and gazed down 
at them. 


"Have you learned the transgression of your ways, Jory?" he asked. 
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"Yes, Diogenes," the old man whispered. Kirk saw Anton stiffen, but the boy remained 
silent. 


"What have you to say to the others?" Diogenes prompted. 


Law began to sob. "Oh, Diogenes, I have learned of the evil in my heart. I beg your for- 


giveness for all of the hateful things I have done against the others. I... I... am so grateful... 


Diogenes jumped down from the platform, tears streaming down his own face, and embraced 
Jory Law. 


"Jory... " his voice was husky, but his words were clear. "We are so grateful you have 
come back to us, so grateful you have seen and been saved from your wicked intentions." As he 
pulled the man close, Anton dropped his hand and stood back. 


Watching, Kirk could see that the boy was coiled, tense, and he continued to stare at the 
ground, keeping his eyes averted from Diogenes and his father. 


Diogenes pulled the smaller man's head to his chest, leaning forward to rest his own cheek 
on top of the grey, unruly hair. "Oh, Jory, I suffer even as you suffered the torments of a 
week of self-confrontation. I feel your pain, I understand the torture of facing the evil 
within ourselves." 


"Diogenes... Diogenes... " Law gulped. "I'm so sorry... " 
The leader smiled through his tears. "I know, my Beloved. I know you are, and I rejoice..." 


Many in the crowd were crying, caught by the emotional scene before them. Again, Kirk 
glanced at Spock and saw the Vulcan shift restlessly. Knowing that his friend was uncomfortable 
with such open display of feelings, Kirk reached over to touch his arm and smiled reassuringly. 
Spock looked away without responding to Kirk's gesture. At the platform, Diogenes and Law had 
parted, but Diogenes kept an arm around the old man's shoulder. They both faced the crowd, 
smiling. 


"Rejoice with us, Beloveds.” Diogenes beamed, “Share the joy of one of our own." 


Law took a hesitant step forward and addressed the colonists. His voice was steady. "I 
have learned. I am free. I belong." He turned to face Diogenes, his eyes shining. ‘Diogenes 
has made it possible!" 


The audience cheered and the two men raised their arms above their heads. At that moment, 
Anton looked up, glaring at Diogenes. Jory Law looked frightened, then he caught his son's 
attention. The boy turned and ran from the Rotunda. 


“Jory, even as you have learned, he will learn, in time." Diogenes put an arm around Law. 
"Let him go for now. We will all meditate that Anton will be taught." 


Again the colonists began singing the familiar, stirring melody, and the meeting came to 
a close. 


"... Never had a home, never in my Life... This place 44 my home for the rest of my Life. 
Yes, the rest of my Life... " 


Kirk shivered, and his arm had begun to throb. He touched Spock. 
"Come on. Let's get out of here." 


The crowd began to methodically file out of the Rotunda. Most of them headed toward the 
dining area for the evening meal. Kirk and Spock didn't speak as they followed the others. 


In the food line, Kirk reached out to take his plate, but a stab of pain in his shoulder 
made him fumble, nearly dropping the meal. Behind him, Spock noted the action and leaned over 
without speaking and took Kirk's plate and his own from the server. He carried the dishes, 
following Kirk as he led the way to two empty seats at the end of a long table. As they sat 
down, Spock placed the meal in front of Kirk and caught the look of appreciation, 
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"How did you hurt your shoulder?" Spock finally questioned. 


"An accident out at the school project,” Kirk explained. "A pulley gave way and some 
planks fell." 


Spock had expected more, but he didn't press. He seemed to Kirk to be unusually quiet, 
withdrawn, and Kirk tried to stir his interest. 


"T went over to the infirmary to have it treated." He spoke in a low tone. "The conditions 
there are very inadequate. There's only one doctor for the whole colony and his equipment is 
. well, it would probably give Bones nightmares. Everything seems to be done with an eye for 
economy." 


Spock frowned, concerned. "Are you sure you're all right?" 


Kirk nodded. "Yes, this wasn't serious, but I don't know how confident I'd feel if it 
were something more dangerous." Again, he minimized the injury, trying to ignore the persis- 
tant throbbing. 


Spock didn't comment. He looked back at his plate, absently toying with the food, but he 
didn' t eat. Kirk found his own appetite less than hearty and the small, plain portions did 
nothing to entice him. He was worried about Spock's mood and feeling slightly nauseous from 
the pain in his shoulder. He pushed the food around on his plate for a few minutes, then 
looked over at Spock, who appeared to be lost in thought. 


"I know the food's not very appealing," he encouraged, "but we should eat, It's a long 
time until the next meal.” 


Spock didn't seem to hear him. Growing more concerned, Kirk reached out with his good 
arm and closed his fingers over Spock's hand, which absently held an eating utensil. 


"Spock, what is it? Are you all right?” 
The Vulcan turned to face him and his eyes had a faraway look. "Yes, Jim, I'm all right." 
"You're not eating." 


Spock looked at his plate. "I'm afraid I don't have the desire to eat.,. this," he said 
flatly. Kirk looked at his own plate and put down his utensil. 


"TI guess I'm not very hungry tonight, either." He started to rise. "Shall we go?" 


Spock rose with him and picked up the two uneaten plates of food. As he was about to 
deposit them in the waste receptacle, a colonist put out his hand to stop him. Spock drew 
back in surprise. 


"You have not eaten your meal, brother," the colonist accused. "It is evil to waste." 


Spock stared at the plates in his hands. He looked so stricken that Kirk was alarmed. 
Knowing he would be unable to hold the plates himself, he reached over and took Spock's arm, 
smiling warmly at the colonist. 


"You're right, my friend," he said smoothly. "We're not hungry now, but we will be later. 
We'll take the plates back to our cabin and eat there." 


Apparently satisfied, the man nodded and Kirk quickly guided Spock, still holding the 
dinners, out of the clearing. Spock took a breath and seemed to relax a little as they de- 
parted. Kirk watched him as they started up the path in the direction of their cabin. 


"You okay now?” 
Spock smiled slightly and looked down at the plates in his hands. "We should have known 


better than to throw food away in front of them, as scarce as it is." He looked bemused, then 
frowned. "What am I going to do with this, Jim?" 
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"Wait until we get back to the cabin and we'll ditch it where nobody can see," he suggested, 
relaxing a little at Spock's concern over the food. 


"I'm not certain there is such a place in Goodhope." There was an edge to Spock's voice. 


“Well, I admit it took some fast thinking back there to convince that man that you weren't 
going to throw the food away, when it was obvious that was your intention. You really froze on 
me. I thought for a minute you were going to throw the food on him and bolt out of there." 
Kirk's tone was just a little teasing. 


Spock responded as he was expected with an indignant look and a cutting, "Jim, I assure 
you, I would never... " 


Kirk interrupted with a look that was not quite so teasing. "I hope not. I don't know 
what the reaction here would be to that kind of behavior." Kirk studied Spock as they walked. 
"You're troubled by something," he observed. 


Spock knew an answer was expected, but he wasn't sure how to express it or even if he 
could explain. He took a deep breath. "Everything seems so right. The things that are said, 
the attitudes and reactions... ” 


"But you're not sure they are," Kirk finished for him. "I know, I've felt it, too." 


"At the meeting, tonight," Spock continued, "Law was so... emotional, and Diogenes... 
Again Spock faltered, unable to express his reaction to the scene they had witnessed. 


"Spock, I know it isn't easy for you to be surrounded by this kind of outward expression 
of emotion," Kirk said softly. "You know, it isn't even easy for Humans to see. It's... 
upsetting to witness someone so... so vulnerable and so sincere." 


Spock nodded. "Yes. He is so commanding, so confident, and yet he does seem vulnerable. 
He does seem sincere." 


Kirk looked at him sharply. "I was referring to Jory Law." Their eyes met and for an 
instant Spock seemed naked, revealed. He looked away. 


"T thought you meant... " 


"Spock,” Kirk began thoughtfully, "Diogenes may be a wonderful man, or he may be a harmless 
fraud... or he may be a dangerous fanatic. Right now, there doesn't seem to be anything to tell 
us which. That's what we're here to find out, though. If we feel it's becoming too much to 
handle, we can abort the mission and Starfleet will have to find some other way.” 


Spock suddenly strode ahead, his voice edged with annoyance, "I see no reason to consider 
aborting the mission.” 


Speeding up his pace, Kirk fell into step beside the Vulcan. "If you do, you'll tell me, 
won't you, Science Officer?" 


Spock stopped and gazed at Kirk, aware that the Human was favoring his injured shoulder. 
"Yes, Jim. I'11 tell you.” 


Kirk smiled then, looking at the two plates of cold, unappetizing food that Spock still 
carried. Spock looked at the plates and shrugged. 


"Jim, can we please hasten somewhere to ‘ditch’ this... this 'stuff'?” 
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"l,.. Damn... " Kirk swore as he fumbled one-handed with his clothes. When they had arrived 
at their cabin he had removed the protective sling, but the pain of movement still denied him use 
of the left hand and arm. In frustration, he finally capitulated. "Spock... help me with this." 


Behind him, the Vulcan almost smiled, satisfied. Not five minutes ago, Kirk had insisted 
upon doing it himself, illogical though it was, turning down Spock's offer of assistance. Now, 


he moved forward quickly to reach the places where Kirk's right hand could not. 
"Is there much pain?" Spock could see the bruising around the bandaged area. 
"Yes," Kirk admitted. 
"Where is the ointment you said the doctor gave you?" 


"In my pocket." Kirk sighed heavily, anticipating Spock's next remark. "Let me go wash 
up, then you can be my personal physician, Mr. Spock." 


The Vulcan's eyebrow inched up but he decided that a retort would be just what Kirk 
expected. Perversely, he kept silent. 


Minutes later, Kirk returned, scrubbed and ready for bed, his shirt thrown across his arm. 
He eased into one of the hardback chairs at the table. Spock could tell by the pinched look 


around his eyes that the shoulder was hurting a lot more than he let on. Carefully, Spock undid 


the bandaging, tossing it aside. 


"Hey - careful with that. We don't have any replacement... “ Before Kirk could finish, 
Spock held up a pile of long cotton strips. Kirk recognized the fabric from an old garment. 


"Always prepared, aren't you?" he teased. 


"No, not always. I did not anticipate either of us being injured and needing medical 
supplies. We should have brought along an emergency case." 


"Well, naturally, we assumed that the colony would provide adequate... ouch!" he ended 
abruptly as Spock flexed the injured joint. 


"Hmnn... a very severe sprain,” Spock mused clinically. “And a slight dislocation, which 
I just re-aligned. It should feel a bit more comfortable now." 


"It does," Kirk marveled. 

“Naturally.” 

"Ah, ah, watch out... your nasty Vulcan pride is showing," Kirk teased. Spock had begun 
to rub on the ointment; now, Kirk felt his hand hesitate. Twisting around to look up at him, 
Kirk read the pain and confusion in the soft eyes. 


"That bothers you," he accused, "Why?" 


Spock swallowed with difficulty. "Curious," he said slowly, "how insideously pride can 
slip out, unrecognized until it is identified." 


"Vulcans are a proud people," Kirk said carefully. "We Humans are, too, I won't deny 
that pride, no matter what Diogenes teaches," 


“How can you be so sure that he is wrong?" Spock was thoughtful. "What he says is per- 
fectly logical. Pride is vanity, vanity breeds contempt, Contempt for others is bigotry. A 
flawless equation." 


Kirk was not considering the philosophical argument. His focus was on what effect the 
philosophy was having on Spock. 


"The point is not whether Diogenes is right or wrong. We're here for a purpose, and we'll 
be returning to the Enterprise, to our real lives, soon." 


"Then, what you are implying,” Spock proceeded slowly, "is that the philosophy would not 
work outside Goodhope. That pride, thus bigotry, must exist in the Federation. Why?" 


"Without pride, man cannot achieve. It's an integral part of our struggle. Spock, I don't 
agree that pride must equal bigotry. I can feel that I am excellent and at the same time believe 


that you are excellent, too. Different yet equal... isn't that the Vulcan belief, too?" 
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Spock was silent, considering. Kirk continued, more slowly, thoughtfully. "I'm not saying 
that these people are wrong... for them, perhaps, it’s the only way to peace and personal con- 
tentment. But I think it would be a mistake for us. Our orders... " Kirk trailed off. Oxders. 
T 4ee and condemn how Diogenes seems to onder the people of Goodhope, how he controls their ac- 
tions. And yet, aren't we all forced to obey, and in Stargleet, sometimes required to do unple- 
sant tasks. The thought gave him pause. 


Spock resumed the gentle massage on his shoulder, then began on the adjacent muscles, kneading 
the tenseness out of Kirk's neck and back. Kirk relaxed under the touch, filled with warmth and 
ease at the tactile sensations. 


"Better?" Spock asked finally. 
Kirk nodded and smiled affectionately at him. "Thank you, Mister Spock. 


Perhaps, Kirk considered, I’m afraid 1’Le Lose his Loyalty. 15 that it? 1 don't want Spocle 
to become too attracted to Diogenes and his teaching because T must be in control, cn command? 


Kirk frowned, deciding he must be more tired than he had suspected. The constant bombardment 
of philosophy and introspection was debilitating. No wonder Jory Law had looked so haggard today. 


With Spock's assistance, Kirk climbed the ladder into the loft. Soon, both were asleep. 


Chapter Four 


Jie next morning, Kirk was able to return to work. The night's rest had been benefiéial 
and the pain in his shoulder was only a dull ache. At breakfast, he found that skipping the 
previous evening's meal had left his stomach very empty and he ate his small portion of the 
simple, hot, grainy cereal voraciously. Spock, too, seemed in better spirits and his appetite 
had apparently returned also. 


That day and for the next several days, Kirk was busy from morning until the evening message. 
It was time for the colony to file their semi-annual report to the Federation and details of all 
aspects of colony life had to be recorded, evaluated, catalogued and accounted for. 


Working closely with Diogenes, Kirk was continuously impressed by the leader's dedication. 
The man was everywhere, overseeing everything, and even Kirk found it difficult to keep up with 
his seemingly endless energy. There was no detail on which Diogenes did not seem informed, and 
in fact insisted upon being kept abreast of every aspect of life in the colony. 


Diogenes was always in the office early, then he would go to the Rotunda to deliver the 
morning message after breakfast. He would return to the office, work until mid-day, then go on 
rounds of the colony with Caldin, often taking Kirk with them. They would finish rounds usually 
a little before the evening message, then, while the colonists ate, Diogenes returned to his 
office. After the evening meal, Diogenes visited circle groups or counciled individuals until 
curfew. Kirk learned that Diogenes often slept on the cot in his office after working there 
nearly all night. Kirk never saw him eat, although it was assumed he took his meals privately, 
he never seemed to tire, existed on very little rest. and was always busy with one activity or 
another. In addition to all this, Diogenes' emotional expenditure at the meetings twice a aay 
seemed draining and often he was exhausted at the end, but a very short while afterward he was 
back working on something as though he had just had a full night's sleep. Kirk, too, was working 
long, full hours, yet he found keeping pace with Diogenes difficult. 


During this time, Kirk had a chance to observe the leader under varying conditions and was 
drawn by the efficient operation of the man and the personal magnetism he exhibited. He was, 
above all things, an excellent leader, and Kirk could understand the unique demands it took to 
run a colony as he did. 
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On several occasions, however, Kirk was witness to another side of Diogenes. The man often 
seemed given to abrupt mood changes and Kirk suspected he was capable of great violence, subject 
to deep depression or total unreasonableness. Yet while these negative sides of Diogenes' per- 
sonality occasionally surfaced, Kirk could remember the dark side of himself he once had been 
forced to face. It had been some of his own 'wolf's' traits, he had discovered, which made him 
an effective commander. Although he had a staff and aides, Diogenes had been carrying the full 
load of a struggling colony for several years, and Kirk was beginning to see the amount of re- 
sponsibility that involved. 


Kirk was in the office pouring over the work schedule, wondering how he could possibly get 
the new row of living quarters completed by the scheduled deadline in less than two weeks. Word 
had come that about fifty new seekers would be arriving to join the colony then, the result of a 
recent campaign by one of Diogenes' agents on Artus IV. The construction was behind, due to the 
breakdown of a piece of faulty equipment and two minor accidents, and Kirk had assigned extra 
hours to an already over-worked crew. Still, it did not seem that the job would be done on time, 
and because housing was crowded even now, Kirk despaired of what they would do with the new 
arrivals when they came. He scanned the schedule again, trying to see how he could juggle the 
available manpower to work around the clock on the job. 


Diogenes strode through the door with Caldin following close behind. The colony leader was 
obviously very agitated. 


"The man is a complete idiot," he stormed, crossing to the desk and pulling out a ledger 
tape. 'Sanchos, Reever and D'Tin - three men on the same job - have all been too i11 to work 
for two days and Joseph didn't bother to report it." 


Caldin sighed. "I didn't think Joseph capable of supervising that project when you gave 
him the position." 


Diogenes slammed the tape into the viewer and looked up sharply at Caldin. "Don't try to 
tell me how to run this colony! Joseph was the only one qualified when I picked him. There's 
more to this than he's telling me. I'm not buying his story that he was too busy to notify us, 
and when I find out what he's hiding..." He stopped speaking suddenly as he became aware of Kirk 
over at the work table. 


"Jim! I thought you were going out to the construction site to check on those new houses." 


Kirk, feeling somewhat like an intruder, nodded. "I did, and they're still behind schedule. 
I came back to see if I could find any way to get more workers on the job." 


Diogenes sighed and sat down in his chair. “More problems. When one thing goes wrong, it 
seems everything does. How far behind are they?" 


"They're not going to make it in eleven days, unless I can keep the crew working all the 
time, and then it's still not certain," Kirk told him. 


Diogenes looked at Caldin and the man crossed to peruse the schedule over Kirk's shoulder. 
The leader ran a hand over his eyes. 


"Our people are overworked now. Caldin and I have just learned that three men on the 
irrigation project have taken il]. I'11 have to visit them, see what's wrong." 


Caldin looked as though he were about to object but said nothing. He walked over to the 
desk, poured a drink of juice and handed it to the leader. “When will you find time to do 
that, Diogenes?" he asked quietly. 


Diogenes accepted the cup from him. "J will make the time. They will expect me to be there 
if there is need." 


Kirk watched as Diogenes began to relax a little, understanding the pressure the man must 
be feeling. He checked the schedule again. 


"If we stop work on the school, I can move that crew over to the housing project," he 
suggested. "It will only mean a slight delay, and maybe we can make up the time after the new 
colonists arrive." 
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Diogenes nodded. "The children are looking forward to their new building. I hate to 
disappoint them. But you're right, Jim. The houses are more important. Do what you think you 
must." 


Kirk turned back to his work, intending to draw up a new time plan. 


"Jim, you are very good at your job," Diogenes spoke thoughtfully. "You understand. You 
must have been very valuable to Starfleet." 


Kirk looked up,choosing his words carefully. "Perhaps. There was a job to be done. I did 
it." 


"No more than that?" When Kirk didn't answer immediately, Diogenes continued. "You feel 
things... deeply. You are affected by the plight of others, I think, more than yourself.” 


"It's not easy to always know the right decision,” Kirk answered truthfully. 


"Yes, decisions,” Diogenes mused. "So many of them, so many lives affected by them. And 
have you decided how you feel about Goodhope, Jim?" 


Kirk considered. "There's a lot of work to be done here. Maybe I can help." 
"Oh, you can help a great deal,” Diogenes assured. 'But can we help you?" 
"I hope so," Kirk said quietly. 


"T hope so, too, Jim. Goodhope has need of men like you and your friend, Spock. But it is 
important that you accept our way of life as well. I do not think that we have convinced you." 
Diogenes regarded Kirk cautiously. 


"Your philosophy, your messages are admirable, Diogenes," Kirk answered, “but many of your 
demands are difficult to conform to." 


"You find it difficult to abolish pride, to yield your will," Diogenes observed. 
Kirk was guarded against the man's almost uncanny perceptiveness. "Yes, at times." 


Diogenes smiled. "Good. You are honest and you are not afraid. Honesty is the first 
step to understanding. And you will understand in time, Jim. hen that time comes, you will 
be one of the most valuable believers our cause will have.” 


Kirk stood. "I'l? go over to the school now, and tell the crew to complete today's work, 
then report to the housing project tomorrow." 


Diogenes rose also. "Listen to the message tonight with an open mind, Jim. Now, I will 
go over and see what I can do for those sick men." He walked around the desk and came up to 
Kirk. Reaching out, he embraced him. "Thank you, Jim." Kirk pulled back, puzzled. “Sometimes 
being in charge is a lonely place. It is good to share with someone who understands." He 
moved past Kirk and out the door. 


Following, Caldin paused at the door and turned. His expression was oddly distrustful, 
worried. 


"Jim. Do not betray him. For all our sakes." 


It was both a warning and a plea. Before Kirk had a chance to decipher his meaning and 
form an answer, Caldin left the office. 
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Spock leaned back from the small porta-comp over which he had been huddled for the past hour 
and flexed aching muscles. Analysis was slow and tedious working with the old equipment, and the 
results were less accurate than Spock preferred. He thought wistfully of the dazzling array of 
efficient machinery aboard the Enterprise, which would have given him the answers he sought in a 
matter of seconds. What the lab in Goodhope had to offer was hardly better than nothing at all. 


McCoy would have remarked, illogically, that the challenge of doing things the hard way was good 
for building character and Spock had to admit, reluctantly, that he found the work stimulating. 
His current assignment involved trying to find a way to make a barren patch of land on one end 
of the colony settlement suitable to yield crops. If they could farm this land, it would mean 

a sizable increase in the food supply, but so far the ground had been impossible to fertilize. 
Some of the soil's properties were similar to certain areas on Vulcan, and Spock suspected that 
if he could isolate and identify all the minerals, he could synthesize a derivitive of one of 
the chemical compounds used on his home planet. With the tools on hand, however, the process 

of elimination and identification would probably take weeks. 


Spock checked the chronometer on the wall. It was almost time to stop for the day and meet 
Jim for the evening message. Tired though he was, the Vulcan was almost tempted to keep working 
a little longer. He would have liked to have finished the current group of samples he had been 
studying and he was not anxious to sit through another of Diogenes' rousing speeches. The man, 
and the colonists' reactions to him, were more disturbing than Spock would allow himself to 
admit. Usually, here in the lab, engrossed in his scientific research, Spock could detach him- 
self from the fervor of Goodhope Colony. In most other situations of life here, with which he 
was daily confronted, Spock found himself increasingly uneasy. 


Kirk was the actor, adapting easily to any kind of circumstance and carrying off his role 
successfully. Spock was not so flexible, and it was a constant strain for him to maintain his 
cover and to join in the activities of the inhabitants, while still reconciling his Vulcan 
dictates. 


Spock knew, however, he would have to attend the meeting. Being absent would be noticed by 
Diogenes, and he would be expected to explain his reason. It was made quite clear that work, no 
matter how much emphasis they put on its importance, was not an acceptable excuse for missing a 
message. Besides, Kirk would wonder and worry about why Spock had deliberately broken an estab- 
lished routine. Kirk was not easy to fool and he would guess that it was because Spock was 
troubled by the emotional gatherings. 


The Vulcan laid down the stylus he had been using and began to straighten up his work table. 


Bereth-4, one of Diogenes' aides and a scientist, came through the door. The young human from 
Marconia had explained that he was so named to distinguish him from the other three members of 
his clan who were also called Bereth. Spock soon discovered that the man had a brilliant mind, 
yet he chose to minimize his abilities. He was totally devoted to Diogenes. Now, Bereth smiled 
happily. 


"Finishing up, Spock? It's nearly time for the message." 


"T am cleaning up," Spock told hin,"but I am not finished. I would have liked to have 
been able to work a little longer." 


Bereth came over to the table to watch. "Well, there's always tomorrow, but I know what 
you mean. Sometimes I get so engrossed in something, I hate to stop. But nothing is as 
important... or as exciting as hearing Diogenes' messages." 


At first Spock did not comment, then he considered and decided to be candid. "It is also 
important that we find a way to produce more food. Diogenes’ words will not fill the empty 
stomachs of a thousand people." 


Bereth frowned. '"Diogenes' messages are substance for our very being. It will not hurt 
if our bellies are less than full, but we would be severely lacking if we did not learn the 
truth of the way Man should live." 

"Tt will hurt, Bereth, if you have not the strength to function. At the rate of food 
consumption - even the small rations each is allowed - and the rate of the growth of the 
colony, unless something is done soon, everyone will be starving in less than two years. You 
are a scientist, you have seen the figures." 

"Diogenes is our strength." Bereth answered almost by rote. "He will provide for us." 

"He has no magic power to produce food where there is none.” Spock's tone was flat. 


Again, Bereth smiled. "You're wrong, Spock. Diogenes has much magic power. Oh, perhaps 
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not to produce food, but to make a man look inside himself, to find a worth there, to know that 
we can belong, that being different is not wrong. He makes us see love and sharing, makes life 
beautiful and peaceful. How important is food for the body when compared to this feast for the 
mind?” 


The lack of logic in Bereth's argumerit was appalling to Spock. For one so young and so 
brilliant to be so blindly devoted to a way of thinking that could prove dangerous to their 
physical well-being seemed incongruous Yet Spock perceived a kind of fanaticism in the man's 
outlook, almost a desperation that had been searching for something and had found it fulfilled 
in Diogenes. Ironically, Spock could understand, at least partially, Bereth's devotion to 
someone who had offered him this fulfillment. 


"Wlhen I was a child on Marconia," Bereth was saying, "I came from a poor and uneducated 
clan. My father and grandfather, my uncles and brothers, were all laborers. They put in long 
hours and their amusement was wild drinking and raucous pranks. I... I hated it. I didn't 
want to grow up like that... but I didn't know why. It was my heritage, why didn't I fit in? 
The men in my family ridiculed me. They called me a woman because I did not admire their 
carrying on. I wanted to be like them - to please them - but I couldn't. As I grew older, 
it became worse. They were ashamed of me, ashamed of my intelligence and I felt cursed for 
being born different. 


"Then one day, Diogenes came to Marconia. I had left the house to escape the taunts of my 
brothers and their friends that day, but I had nowhere to go. I was wandering aimlessly, when 
I saw some of my relatives approaching and I knew if they saw me they'd begin using me as a 
scapegoat for their amusement, so I ducked into a building to escape detection. It was... a 
rally was going on, and Diogenes was speaking... " Bereth trailed off, remembering. 


Spock was quiet, listening to the poignant story. Diogenes had saved Bereth and the young 
man worshipped him. Spock considered the dynamic, gentle being who was the leader of Goodhope, 
and the words he offered to his people as truth. It was not difficult to see why Bereth felt 
as he did, and Spock shivered at his own insight into the motivation of others. 


He moved to put away the last of his equipment. "It is time to leave. We do not want to 
be late for Diogenes," he said quietly. 


Bereth smiled, observing the Vulcan. "Spock, you understood what I was talking about, 
didn't you? What it was like growing up feeling out of place, then finding someone who accepts 
you, cares for you, doesn't ask you to be what you're not - you know about that." 


"Yes," Spock admitted slowly to the open, sincere young man. "I know about that." 


Bereth waited for Spock to come around from behind the work table. "I'll walk with you 
to the Rotunda until you meet your friend, Jim." 


Chapter Five 


‘ime passed in the routine pattern of Goodhope. The night before the expected arrival of 
the new colonists, Spock had some soil samples and computer print-outs which he had to take out 
to the landing strip to be included with the things to be sent back to the Federation in the 
return shuttle the next day. He had prepared the data and needed verification from the Science 
University in the sector that his conclusions were correct. The equipment available in Goodhope 
could not give him the information, and even though it would be at least a month before the 
answers came back, it was the only way to learn if it would be possible to use certain chemicals 
to fertilize the unworkable soil. Spock reasoned that even though he and Kirk would be gone 
from Goodhope before the information was received, Bereth could use it to continue the work they 
had started 


When Spock had informed Diogenes of his theory, the leader had suggested he send it out 
with the shipment the colony had prepared. The craft would be taking back to the Federation 
requisitions for parts for some broken machinery, information leaflets which were prepared in 
Goodhope for distribution at rallies throughout the Federation, and a few personal communications 
from colonists who had relatives living in the area of the ship's destination. The bulk of 
reports and supply requests would be sent later, when the official ship arrived for their semi- 
annual visit. 


After the evening meal, Spock gathered his samples and he and Kirk went out to the clearing 
where the shipment was waiting. They deposited it with the overseer and started back to their 
cabin. It was just beginning to get dark. As the two men were leaving the landing field, they 
heard the sound of someone running. In a few seconds, they saw Anton Law coming toward them. 

He stopped about three feet away, looking startled to see them. Then his eyes darted about, 
fell on a large boulder, and he made a quick decision. 


"All IT ask from you is your silence," he said defiantly. Then, without waiting for an 
answer, he ducked out of sight behind the rock. Kirk and Spock hardly had time to form an 
opinion when six men, whom they knew to be some of Diogenes' staff, came running up. They 
stopped in front of the two Starfleet officers. 


"Did you see a young boy - Anton Law - come by here?" one called Xervia asked. Kirk 
threw a quick glance at Spock, then shook his head. 


"No," he lied. "Why are you looking for him?" 

Xervia and the others gave the area a cursory look. "He ran away. Diogenes wishes to 
speak with him, His family is worried. Are you sure you didn't see him? He was headed in 
this direction." 

"We have seen no one go past us." Spock stretched the truth. "Ran away... to where?" 

Xervia laughed. "That is the joke. There is no place on this planet except Goodhope. 
But the boy does not use his head.” He turned to the other men. "Come on, we'll keep looking 
to please Diogenes, but Anton will come back anyway when he finds out there's nothing out there,” 

One of the men frowned. "He is a transgressor, and nothing but trouble. Diogenes has been 
patient with him too long. I don't think he will be so lenient anymore. Anton knows he will 
need to be taught. He will stay away rather than face Diogenes." 

"What will Diogenes do to him if he is found?" Kirk asked. 


"He will do what is best for everyone, and for Anton," Xervia answered. "Let us know if 
you do see him." He turned to the others. "Let's go." 


Kirk and Spock watched until the men were out of sight, then they moved as one to the 
boulder where Anton was hiding. He stood as they approached and looked about, ready to dart 
away. Kirk grabbed his arm. 

"All right, what's this all about?" 


Anton stared at them, distrusting. "Why didn't you tell them? You'll be in trouble with 
Diogenes if he finds out you lied." 


"I got the impression you didn't want us to give you away," Kirk snapped. "And obviously 
you're already in trouble with Diogenes." 


"That's my concern," Anton answered. "If you'll just leave now, you needn't become any 
more involved." 


"Since, by protecting you, we are involved," Spock reasoned, "perhaps you'd better explain 
where you are going. If what Xervia says about your running away is correct, there is nowhere 
to go on this planet." 


Anton frowned. "There's a shuttle due here tomorrow. When it leaves, I'11 be hidden 
aboard. That is, unless you turn me in," he challenged. 
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"We'll decide that when we know your side of the story," Kirk promised. "Why are you trying 
to leave, and why do you feel you have to sneak away? Perhaps if you talked with your parents..." 


"Are you kidding? What good would that do?" Anton's voice was bitter. "My father and 
mother are blinded by Diogenes. They wouldn't dare disobey him. They're his puppets. Didn't 
you see what happened to my father when he tried to cover for me before?" 


"Anton, why did your father feel he had to cover for you?" Kirk asked suddenly. 

"Haven't you heard? I'ma transgressor. I don't buy Diogenes’ lies, his false goodness. 
He has everyone believing in him... well, almost everyone. And those who think differently are 
too terrified to do or say anything about it." 


"Terrified?" Spock questioned. "What is it you believe will happen if someone disagrees 
with Diogenes?” 


"They'll be punished, of course. Tortured, beaten, or worse... he can't be resisted in 
Goodhope." 


Kirk and Spock exchanged glances. "Have you seen this happen?" Kirk wanted to know. He 
was remembering the accusations he and Spock were here to investigate. 


Anton shook his head. "No, I haven't seen it. Diogenes is too clever for that." 

"Then how do you know - " Spock began. 

"I have seen the results,” Anton cut in. ''Someone does something wrong, opposes Diogenes 

. they disappear for several days. Diogenes says they must meditate to purge themselves. 

Does meditation cause welts on their backs, bruises, cuts? Does purging oneself mean no food 
until you have repented and renounced your 'transgression'? Do you think my father was simply 
left alone for a week in the shed? Do you think they fed him?" 

"Did he tell you they mistreated him?" Kirk pressed. 

Again, Anton shook his head. "No, but he didn’t have to. I saw how weak he had become, 
I saw the bruises on his body. He said it was from throwing himself on the floor with shame 
and remorse! I say it was from one of Diogenes' men and a hard stick!" 

"But if you did not see it," Spock charged, “and your father denies it..." 

Anton threw him a disgusted look. "You asked. I knew you wouldn't believe it. You're 
just like all the others." He started to turn away. “It doesn't matter. If you all want to 
be slaves to Diogenes, that's your business. I'm getting out.” 


Kirk put out an arm to prevent the boy from leaving. "What about your parents? If what 
you believe is true, are you going to run out and desert them?" 


Anton hesitated for a moment, then shrugged. "They'll be all right without me around to 
cause trouble for them. They're devoted to Diogenes. They'll be happy here." 


"Where will you go?" Spock asked. 
"T don't know. I have an uncle on Deneva. If I can get there, I think he'll let me stay." 


"Then, why don't you go to Diogenes?" Kirk suggested. "Tell him what you want to do. 
Maybe he can talk to your parents for you... " 


The youth looked incredulous. "Diogenes! Don't you understand? Diogenes will not let 
me leave. He doesn't let anyone leave. It's not my parents who will stopme... " 


¢ 


"People have left Goodhope," Kirk challenged. 'They’ve come back to the Federation and...’ 
He stopped abruptly, catching himself before he revealed too much. Anton didn't seem to notice. 


"In the beginning, some left," he explained. "Then, fewer and fewer. Now... no one 
leaves Goodhope.” He stared pointedly at Kirk. Kirk felt an uneasy tingle at the base of his 
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skull. Anton continued, resigned. "Look, I have to get out of here. Goodhope is not for me. 
If I stay, I'l] only get in more trouble and get my parents in trouble, too. He's forbidden me 
food now, because I refuse to work sixteen hours a day digging rocks up out of this stinking 
soil - my punishment for a past transgression. When my parents learn I can get no food, they'11 
try to save portions of theirs for me, or I'll be forced to steal to keep from starving. Please 

. let me go now." He tried to pull away. "You helped me... thank you. You look like honest 
men. I hope you find what you're looking for in Goodhope." 


Kirk and Spock stood back to let him pass and Anton ran off toward the air strip. Kirk 
looked over at the Vulcan. 


"T hope we don't." At Spock's questioning eyebrow, he clarified, "Find what we're looking 
for." Spock didn't answer. As they turned to leave, they saw the six men who had been chasing 
Anton coming toward them again and this time, Caldin was with them. 


"You fools!" Caldin was obviously annoyed at the men. "He is most likely hiding at the 
landing field to attempt to stowaway on the space craft tomorrow. In your haste, you do not use 
your heads! There is no need to rush. He can go nowhere." Caldin looked over as he saw Kirk 
and Spock. "Why are you out here this time of evening?" 


Spock began to explain their purpose for being there, but Xervia cut him off. 


"They were here earlier when we came by," he accused. "I asked them, but they said they 
didn't see Anton. Why are they still here?" 


"It's a nice night," Kirk explained quickly. "We were just enjoying the walk before 
returning to our cabin.” 


‘Caldin peered closely, and Kirk couldn't tell if he had convinced him or not. "Well, this 
is not the time to be dallying. You'd better get on home. It's almost curfew," he reminded. 


Kirk glanced at the other men, then back to Caldin. "You haven't found Anton Law?" 


Caldin frowned and looked at the others. "The young mischief-maker eludes grown men and 
has them running in circles. But don't worry, we'll have him back where he belongs soon. We're 
on our way to the landing field. He'll be there." 


"What makes you think that's where he is?" Kirk tried to stall them. 


Caldin's eyes narrowed. "You ask many questions, my friend. Do not concern yourself 
with matters that are not your affair." His voice held an edge of caution. "Go to your house 
and let us take care of Anton." 


"If the boy is not happy in Goodhope," Spock stated, "is it not illogical to prevent him 
from leaving?" 


Caldin smiled quickiy. "If a child were reaching for a hot flame, would you not prevent 
him from harming himself, Spock? Children seldom know what is best for them. If it were up to 
me, I'd tend to agree with you. Let the rascal learn the folly of his actions the hard way. 
But I am not the teacher. Diogenes worries so about each of his children, He cares for them 
so much. If you can’t understand that, I suggest you talk to him, not me. I merely carry out 
his wishes. Now, please, go home, both of you. The hour grows late." 


Caldin and the others waited until Kirk and Spock turned to move in the direction of the 
colony, then the hunters headed toward the landing strip. 


Kirk and Spock walked slowly, listening, and when the men were out of sight in the opposite 
direction, Kirk stopped and put out a hand to Spock. 


"Wait," he said, still listening. Not hearing anything, he turned and motioned Spock back 
the way they had come. "Let's go." 


Spock hesitated. "Jim, do you think that's wise? If we're discovered, it could prove 
embarrassing." 
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Kirk smiled. "We'll be careful. Don't you want to know what happens to Anton?" 
The Vulcan was thoughtful. "Perhaps the boy exaggerates... " 


"Spock... " Kirk was exasperated with his friend. "We'll worry about that later. Now, 
are you coming with me or not?" He walked away. Without any further hesitation, Spock followed. 


As they approached the landing strip, Kirk and Spock could hear voices just outside the 
supply shed. Three of the men came around from the back, two of them holding on to Anton Law, 
who struggled between them, and the third was walking behind. 

"Here!" one of them shouted. "Over here. We've got him!" 

Spock grabbed at Kirk's arm and pulled him out of sight behind some piled up crates, just 
as Caldin and the other three men ran up from behind them to join those who had Anton. The two 
men behind the crates had a clear view of the action. 

"T thought so!" Caldin shouted. "I told you he would be here!" 

Anton tried to pull free. "Let me go. Take your hands off met" 


Caldin watched the boy in amusement. "He fights like a wild tormack," he laughed, then he 
frowned sternly. "Be still, Anton.” 


"T won't go back!" Anton shouted. "You can't make me. I'11] run away again." He kicked out 
with one foot and made contact with the shin of one of the men in front of him. 


"Stop it, Anton," Caldin commanded. The two men holding Anton tightened their grip. The 
man who had been kicked recovered and started toward the boy. 


"Why, you little... let me at him!" 


Caldin stepped between them. "Logan, no!" He turned to face Anton. "You're making this 
worse for yourself. Diogenes will not be pleased when he hears of your actions." 


"Diogenes be damned! Let me go!" Again he kicked out toward Caldin, but the man avoided 
the movement. His eyes narrowed and he made a motion. One of the men behind Anton reached out 
with his foot and pulled the boy's feet from under him. Anton dropped to his knees, the other 
two men still securing his arms. Caldin reached over and grabbed the boy's hair, jerking his 
head up roughly. 


"You are trouble, Anton Law - a wicked boy. This is where you belong - on your knees, and 
you will be groveling with your face in the dirt before Diogenes is finished with you!" 


Behind the crate, Kirk made a move to rise from where they crouched. Spock grabbed his ann. 
"No, Jim. Don't interfere," he cautioned. 
"There are seven men against one boy," Kirk whispered. 


"I know, but we must not let them see us," Spock told him. "We cannot arouse suspicion 
now." Kirk was torn for a moment, then he accepted the Vulcan's logic and settled back uneasily. 


Caldin let go of Anton's hair. "Get him to his feet and bring him along." 


As the men started to lift Anton, the boy pulled back violently, taking them by surprise. 
He managed to jerk one arm free and swing out, hitting his other captor in the shoulder. The 
man hung on and three others jumped Anton, knocking him to the ground and pinning him there. 
Caldin stared down at him, fury in his eyes. 


"You must be taught the hard way, mustn't you?" 


Anton stared up at Caldin, terrified, realizing the hopelessness of his position. "You 
are going back to Diogenes," Caldin continued, “and since you insist upon resisting, you do 
understand... " Anton began to sob, the fight suddenly gone out of him. He looked like a 
frightened child. 


"Please... please, no. Don't take me back...'' he begged. 


Caldin ignored the pleas. He turned to one of the men who was not holding Anton. "Get some 
rope to bind him. We'll have no more of this fighting." 


The man went into the supply shed as Anton continued to sob. Ina few minutes, he was back 
with a length of rope. Anton struggled as two of them secured his wrists and ankles, then putled 
him to a standing position. When he was on his feet, Anton glared at Caldin. 


"You monster! Is this the treatment your lying Diogenes teaches? You blind followers, have 
you no minds of your own?" At first it seemed that Caldin was ignoring his words. He turned his 
back on him, then suddenly leaned over, picked up a rock and whirled, smashing it on the side of 
the boy's head. Anton slumped, unconscious. The two men held on to him, preventing him from 
hitting the ground. 


“Let's go," Caldin said. "He'll give us no more trouble now." He walked away and the others 
followed, dragging Anton between them. 


Behind the crate, Kirk and Spock waited tensely, until the others were out of sight. Spock's 
hand on Kirk's shoulder was a reminder for them to keep their silence, although Kirk wasn't sure 
that Spock would not have physically restrained him tf he had attempted to follow his instinct to 
intercede in the incident. He knew Spock was right, knew the Vulcan was feeling the same frustra- 
tion as he at not being able to stop what they had witnessed. It was important to their mission 
that they be accepted as true believers, yet it was not in their nature to watch and do nothing 
when the odds were seven against one. Without speaking, they left their hiding place and headed 
back to their cabin. 
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Kirk was restless. He paced the cabin fitfully as he had been doing for the past hour. 
Spock sat in one of the wooden chairs, his hands folded on the table in front of him. The room 
was dimly lit by a small lamp. The door was securely closed. It was past curfew. 

"IT should go down to the office right now and confront Diogenes," Kirk threatened. 

"And how would you explain what you saw?" Spock's eyes clouded with concern. 

"I'll think of something. I want to know if Anton is all right." 

"Perhaps you should ‘think of something’ before you go," Spock suggested. Kirk stopped 
pacing and stared at him, a question in his eyes. The Vulcan sighed. "Yes, I am concerned 
over the boy's condition also, Jim, but I do not think that confronting Diogenes in this manner 
will bring any results. And you and I both know it could jeopardize our mission here." 

"Our mission here is to find out if the people are being mistreated. We've just seen an 
example of that happening. If Diogenes is what he says he is, and Caldin acted on his own, then 
Diogenes should know about it." 


"But if Caldin were acting under Diogenes' orders," Spock countered, "then revealing ourselves 
could be very dangerous.” 


"How do we know which is true?" Kirk began to pace again. "Are the things Anton accused 
him of the product of an overactive imagination of a young boy... ?" 


"Or the desperate truth of a terrified prisoner?" Spock finished. "Perhaps we should 
consider what we actually saw." 


"We saw those men tie him up. We saw Caldin hit him with a rock." 
"We also saw the boy resisting violently, hitting, kicking... " 
"Against seven men?" Kirk challenged. 


"Caldin tried to reason with him. He appeared reluctant to use force." 
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Kirk looked at him sharply. "Who's side are you on?" 


"EF am on neither side, Jim. I ammerely trying to ascertain what we know and what we have 
conjectured by our reactions to the incident." 


"Well, my reactions are pretty violent right now, Mr. Spock." Kirk grimaced. 

Spock studied his hands. "Yes, I know." 

"Damn it!" Kirk took a breath. "You can be very annoying at times." 

At his Captain's angry scowl, Spock looked up. "Jim, I understand that you are frustrated. 
I am merely trying to look at this reasonably." Kirk came around and took the chair opposite 
Spock, studying his friend thoughtfully. 

"Yes, I am frustrated," he admitted. "And what are you feeling, Spock?" 

The Vulcan unclenched his hands and leaned back in his chair, considering before he answered. 
"T,.. I am not certain whom I believe... " he began, hesitant. "What the boy told us contained 
many of the same accusations as the reports we viewed before we came here. Yet... while the 
colony is poor, lacking in many ways... we have seen no positive evidence of such occurrences. 
Even Anton admitted he had no proof. for the most part, the people seem content... ” 

"And Diogenes?" Kirk prompted. Again, Spock hesitated. 


"Diogenes is a bit erratic, perhaps even obsessed in some of his beliefs, but he does not 
seem malicious or cruel... " 


"Not that we've been able to see." 
"No, not that we've been able to see," Spock admitted. 


Kirk sighed. "So, where does that leave us? Three weeks of our time has gone by and we've 
learned no more than we knew when we came here. Is that what you're saying?" 


"Not precisely. It seems we have learned some things." His eyes met Kirk's. Agitated, 
the Captain stood again and paced the square, small room. 


"God, this place is small! No windows... I want to go for a walk. What time is it?" 
"Past curfew." 


Kirk came back and sat in the chair, running a hand over his lips. "Spock, those men hurt 
that boy tonight.” 


Spock stood and walked over to pour a cup of water from the pitcher. He brought it back 
and sat it on the table in front of Kirk. 


"Perhaps we should send a transmission to Starfleet, Captain," he suggested. 


Kirk picked up the cup and took a drink. "And what shall I tell them this time? A teenaged 
boy tried to run away from home and some men were sent to bring him back. He resisted and they 
had to subdue him. Doesn't that happen everywhere in the galaxy? Damn, Spock, am I losing my 
objectivity? Is everything suspect? The Federation wants proof, but suppose there is none.” 


"Then it is our duty to evaluate what we observe, draw conclusions based on those observa- 
tions, and make recommendations." 


Kirk was thoughtful. "I'm not sure I can do that. I'm not sure I can remain detached from 
what is happening. I'm not an android, Spock, a computer collecting data. J know what our mission 
is, my duty to Starfleet, but these are people, good and sincere people. Their lives are all 
bound up in Goodhope and Diogenes. How can I judge what is right for them?" 


Troubled, Spock walked away. "Jim, we were selected for this mission because Starfleet 
trusted our ability to remain objective. Diogenes' philosophy is noble, but... " 


"But maybe it doesn't work for everybody," Kirk concluded. He read the tension in the 
Vulcan's eyes and knew they were both too agitated to think clearly. He forced himself to 
relax. "All right... " He smiled to ease his friend. "Come over and sit down. I'11 make 
the transmission, then we'll go to bed." Spock complied, and Kirk activated the transmitter. 


Kink to Enterprise. Tontght Commander Spock and myself, witnessed on tnetdent that was 
disturbing to us, yet inconclusive in dts meaning... He related the facts about Anton Law, 
including what the boy had told them and checking with Spock to see that he did not leave out 
anything. Then, watching the Vulcan carefully, he added, Tomorrow T plan to talk to Diogenes 
about <t. Kirk out. Spock lifted an eyebrow but voiced no objection. 


"Now," Kirk switched off the transmitter and stood, stretching, "let's get some sleep. 
Those new colonists arrive tomorrow, and I have a feeling it's going to be a full day.” 
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Although he was physically tired, Kirk found sleep impossible. He couldn't keep Anton Law 
out of his thoughts. When the morning alarm sounded, Kirk was on his feet instantly, driven by 
the same urge to act that he had felt the night before. Spock looked over from his own sleeping 
area as Kirk rolled over, and Kirk knew instinctively that the Vulcan had not slept much either. 

"Long night, eh?" Kirk greeted 

Spock made an exasperated face. "The same number of hours as usual... " 
"You know what I mean." 


Kirk washed quickly and dressed. He was ready before Spock and he waited impatiently as 
Spock climbed down from the loft. 


"I'm going over to see Diogenes," he told him. Spock scampered down the ladder, still 
fastening his shirt. 


"Before breakfast?" 

Kirk nodded. "Yes, he's always in the office early. 1I'11 see you at the Rotunda." 

"Let me come with you," Spock offered. 

"No... no, I think it will be better if I talk to him alone. I'11 be careful what I say." 
"Jim... '' Spock started to object. 

"It will be okay. I'm just going to talk with him. What are you afraid Diogenes will do? 


Aren't you the one who said he isn’t malicious or cruel?" He caught Spock's look of skepticism. 
"T work with him every day. I know how to handle him," he reassured. 


Chapter Six 


W... Kirk reached Diogenes' office, he was surprised to find it a center of activity. 
Diogenes was usually alone before the morning message, but today there were several people 
there and all seemed very busy. Kirk was a bit dismayed to find Caldin present, also. Hesi- 
tating only a moment, Kirk crossed to the desk where Diogenes was seated watching a tape on 
his viewer. He did not seem to notice as Kirk approached and stood in front of him. 


"Diogenes... " Kirk called his attention, "I have to speak with you." 
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The leader looked up. "Oh, Jim, I'm glad you're here early. Leiis is having some diffi- 
culty understanding those placement charts you made up and she has six people coming that she 
doesn't know where to assign." 


Kirk would not be deterred. "About Anton Law." Diogenes looked up sharply. "I want to 
know what happened to him." 


Diogenes looked puzzled for a moment, then he nodded. "Yes... Caldin said he saw you last 
night when they were looking for him.” He smiled. "He's back. I'm sure you were concerned, but 
he was found, thank goodness." 

"Where is he?" Kirk pressed. 

Diogenes hesitated, studying the other man, then he turned back to his viewer. "Jim, we're 
very busy this morning. The seekers will be arriving before mid-day. Please help Leiis with 
her placement problem.” 


Kirk stood his ground. "Where is Anton Law this morning? Just tell me that. Is he all 
right?" he demanded 


Diogenes turned back, and Kirk could see annoyance in the clear green eyes. He was dressed 
in his customary white, and the veins along the side of his neck were taut above the low neckline 
of his cotton tunic. 


"T needn't tell you anything about Anton Law," he said deliberately. "But, yes, of course 
he’s all right." 


"Is he home with his parents?" 


Although his eyes were flashing, Diogenes' voice was quiet. "Jim, you really have picked 
the wrong time to bring up this subject. I told you I was busy." 


"Then just give me a straight answer. Is Anton back with his parents this morning?" 

"I don't think I like the tone of your voice, Jim," the leader warned. 

"IT don't like several things I've seen and heard. Including your evasiveness." 

Abruptly, Diogenes stood and looked past Kirk. '"My friends," he addressed the others in 
the room, "I know you are all busy, but Jim has a problem he needs to discuss with me. Will you 
all leave us alone for a while." 

Caldin looked up at the leader's voice, aware of Kirk for the first time. He stared without 
comprehension at the intruder, trying to guage the reason for his presence, then looked toward 
Diogenes. 

"Must it be now? We have so much to do," Caldin objected. 


"It is necessary, Caldin. We will not be long.” Diogenes nodded to his aide. As Caldin 
and the others filed out of the office, Diogenes confronted Kirk. 


"Why does Anton Law earn so much of your interest?” 

"T saw him last night. He seemed frightened." Kirk chose his words carefully. 
"You saw him? When? Where?" Diogenes snapped. 

"Out at the landing field. He said he wanted to leave Goodhope." 


The leader glared at Kirk. "You spoke with him? You told Caldin you had not seen him. Did 
you lie?” 


Kirk ignored the questions. "Why won't you let him leave Goodhope?" 


Diogenes took a breath, seeming to will himself to relax. "He belongs with his parents. They 
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are old, they need him." His voice was reasonable. 


"Is that were he is? Is he back with them now?" Diogenes did not reply. "Why do you 
refuse to answer that question? What has happened to him?" 


"Nothing has happened to him," Diogenes said finally. "He will be back with his parents 
soon." 


"Did you know that Caldin hit him? Did you know they tied him with a rope?" 

Diogenes shut his eyes, seeming to gather himself together. "Jim..." he spoke at last, and 
his voice was a study of controlled anger. "I have been more than patient with you. I have 
listened to what amounts to very vicious accusations. I am prepared to overlook this outburst 
and the fact that you've admitted to deliberately lying. But this is something about which you 


know nothing. Do not continue with this conversation. Go do your job and we will speak of it 
no more." 


"Not until I know about Anton Law," Kirk persisted. At first he did not think Diogenes 
would respond, then the leader shook his head sadly. 


"He is being punished for his actions. He must be taught the evil of his transgressions." 

"They kicked him, tied him up, knocked him unconscious," Kirk accused. "Seven men!" 

"He resisted. He would not return willingly.” 

"He's only a boy!" 

"Yes," Diogenes agreed. "A boy who needs to learn." 

"By brutality?" 

Suddenly, Diogenes became enraged. His nostrils flared, his hands clenched, and his voice 
was like ice. "How dare you! How dare you presume to understand what it takes to save these 
people! You, who still have not learned to yield his will, who still clings to his own destruc~ 
tive self-pride. You came here seeking and I took you in. What do you know of the sacrifices 
I have made to teach a better way of life? If you cannot learn to trust me, get out! Leave 
Goodhope today on the return shuttle. Take all your possessions and go!" 


Kirk was startled for a moment by the man's outburst. Then he said, quietly, "Why won't 
you give Anton Law the same choice?" 


Before Diogenes had a chance to answer, he turned toward the door. 
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When Kirk arrived at the Rotunda, he found Spock seated on the ground about halfway back 
from the platform. The Vulcan was looking around and Kirk saw him relax when he caught sight 
of his Captain coming toward him. Kirk dropped down beside his friend, noting the Vulcan's 
expression of curiosity. 

"He's being 'punished for his transgressions',” Kirk answered the unspoken question. 

"Did Diogenes tell you that?" 


"Yes, somewhat reluctantly, though." Kirk leaned closer to Spock. "He knew what Caldin 
did to the boy, too." 


Spock looked puzzled. "He admitted that to you, also?” 
"He wasn't surprised when I told him what we saw," Kirk replied. Spock seemed troubled. 
"You admitted we were there?" At Kirk's nod, he asked, "What did he say to that?" 


Kirk met his friend's eyes. "He told me that if I couldn't trust him, to get my things and 
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leave Goodhope - today." Kirk waited for Spock's reaction. The Vulcan considered for a moment, 
then all he said was, "Indeed?" 


They had no chance to talk any more, for Diogenes entered, followed by Caldin, Bereth, Hand 
and Xervia. He ascended to the podium and smiled out over the assembly. Kirk was once more 
struck by what an impressive figure he presented. Dressed in his simple, immaculate white, his 
long yellow hair reaching his shoulders, the clear green eyes and the gentle, loving smile, he 
towered above the others, his height accented by his appearance at the podium. He was a man in 
control of his destiny, a man who would meet any crisis with determination. He was compassionate, 
understanding. He was at times vulnerable, yet in that very vulnerability lay his strength. It 
was not difficult to see why his followers trusted himso... and he had told Kirk that if he 
could not trust him, he was to leave. 


Diogenes called for the opening meditation, followed by the daily litany. Then he quieted 
the audience and began the message. 


"A wonderful thing is happening today!" The crowd stirred in anticipation of his words 
about the arriving seekers. He did not disappoint them. "We prepare to welcome fifty new 
members to our home - fifty beings who have heard our message on far-away worlds and have been 
moved to join us in Goodhope! Our truth spreads throughout the galaxy! Our words are received 
and believed. There zs hope for those who have been lost, alone... alienated. No one is alien 
in Goodhope!" Again the crowd stirred, fired by his statements. 


Diogenes was driven, his message more volatile than usual. He continued to speak, en- 
couraging the audience to respond. He seemed to become more excited, as though he were being 
charged with electricity at the rapport he was building. He expounded the virtues of honesty 
and dedication, the destructiveness of pride and self-will. He urged the colonists to welcome 
the new seekers, to be certain they felt they belonged. He damned the agony of prejudice and 
bigotry. 


The message went on and on; Diogenes, the skillful master, led his pupils to heights of 
exhilaration and plunged them to depths of sorrow. He evoked remorse, repentance, and promised 
forgiveness. He reminded them of their beginnings, before there was a Goodhope, when they had, 
in some way, known the grief of feeling alone and different from others. Many cried, remembering, 
and Diogenes wept with them. He lifted their spirits, praising Goodhope and their accomp]ish- 
ments there, emphasising the experience of sharing, of belonging and of being accepted. The 
listeners embraced each other, and Diogenes embraced them all with his eyes, his expressions. 
Then he warned against transgressions, charging secret, destructive thoughts and attitudes 
harbored by each less-than-perfect seeker. He dug at their minds, declaring their need to 
purge themselves of evil tendencies. The audience squirmed uneasily, filled with guilt, and 
Diogenes was magnanimous, offering understanding and love despite their failings, reassuring 
them of their individual worth. 


This was one of the mornings when Diogenes elected to speak with them before they ate, and 
today the message ran long past the usual time and into the breakfast hour. Still, Diogenes 
did not dismiss them. Many felt the pangs of hunger, but the feeling was ignored as they fed 
on the banquet of his teaching. 


Kirk observed in fascination, aware that Spock, too, found the performance amazing. They 
had never seen Diogenes so inspired, his dynamic personality a magnificent display of control 
and power. Watching, Kirk felt an uncomfortable twinge of apprehension as he was impressed most 
emphatically by what an awesome force this man could be. He was suddenly impatient to leave the 
Rotunda, to escape the fervor and excitement of Diogenes and his followers. He looked over at 
Spock. The Vulcan was tense, his fists clenched tightly at his sides. He stared straight ahead 
but he seemed to be withdrawn, as though concentrating on blocking out the sights and sounds 
around him. Kirk knew the experience of this message must be worse for him than the others had 
been, and Spock had always found the gatherings difficult. Kirk took a breath and kept his 
place; there was no way they could just get up and walk out during a meeting. Trapped for the 
moment, Kirk forced his attention back to the leader, damning Diogenes, damning his foolish 
believers, damning Goodhope and those accusing reports that had sent Spock and himself here. 


It was nearly the end of the breakfast hour, nearly the time the colonists would be expected 
to report to their jobs, when Diogenes finally let them go. Kirk grabbed Spock's arm and ushered 
them quickly out of the Rotunda. He darted for the dining area, pulling the unresisting Vulcan 
with him. 


"Damn," Kirk swore. "He picks the morning we're most busy to deliver an exceptionally 
dramatic message. There will hardly be time to eat. I think it was deliberate. He knows the 
amount of work to be done.” 


Spock nodded. He, too, was more than a little annoyed. "Indeed. If it were not deliberate, 
it was at least a very poor judgment of timing." He followed Kirk into the breakfast line. 
"Why would he select this particular morning to detain us so long at the gathering?" 


Kirk shrugged and took his plate from the server. "I don't know, but he was very angry with 
me when I left his office." They carried their food to one of the tables and sat down across 
from each other. Spock leaned forward. 


"You believe he vented his anger at you in the intensity of his speech, subjecting the whole 
colony to a subtle lesson... ” 


"Perhaps. He didn't have much time to cool off. Maybe it was a combination of my questions 
and the whole incident with Anton last night. Maybe it was the pressure of the new arrivals to- 
day. Maybe he was simply inspired, but something was driving him - in several directions." 


Spock put down his eating utensil and studied Kirk. "Jim, what are you going to do now?" 


"Do? I have to go to the office and straighten out the placement list for Leiis. She's 
unclear about some of my directions." 


"IT meant about Diogenes' telling you to leave Goodhope." 


"If I couldn't trust him," Kirk clarified. Spock waited for the rest of the answer. 
"Obviously, we can't test to find out if he meant it, can we?" Kirk stood. "I have to go now. 
The new people will be arriving and Leiis won't know where to assign them." 


"Jim... " Spock was concerned. "Does this mean you'll trust him?" 
Kirk smiled a warm reassurance. "It means I have a job to do, Spock," 
"For Diogenes?" 


Kirk sighed, troubled. "For the Federation," he corrected. "I'll see you later.” 
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When Kirk returned to the office, Diogenes wasn't there. Kirk went over the files with 
Leiis, then the two of them went out to the houses to check on the last stages of their readiness 
for occupancy. 


Spock, who was not directly involved with the arrival of the new colonists, had gone to the 
lab after breakfast. He had been working about an hour when Bereth came in, announcing that the 
ship had tanded and the fifty seekers were being processed. The two scientists then worked to- 
gether for the rest of the afternoon. Bereth was excited, anticipating the evening message, 
which would be directed at welcoming the new people to Goodhope. He chattered constantly, and 
to Spock the young man's presence was an irritant as he tried to work. Usually, Bereth's company 
was interesting, but today the Vulcan was worried about Kirk and what might happen should the 
Captain and Diogenes encounter each other after this morning's confrontation. There was nothing 
Spock could do, however, so he endured the long afternoon with little patience. 


About an hour before the evening message, Spock found himself watching the time and sharing, 
for once, Bereth's eagerness for the gathering in the Rotunda. His motive, however, was quite 
different. He looked forward to meeting Jim and seeing for himself that his worry had been 
unfounded. 


Spock heard the door to the lab open and looked up from his bio-comp. Diogenes stood just 
inside the room. The colony leader seemed tired and was not quite as immaculate as he normally 
appeared. It was apparent that he had put in a long and busy day. Bereth responded with surprise 
and pleasure at seeing him. It was not often that their teacher visited the lab. 


"Diogenes, come in,” the young man beckoned enthusiastically. "This is an unexpected joy!" 
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Diogenes came toward them, smiling kindly at Bereth. "The joy would be mine if I were here 
merely to observe your work and discuss your findings. However, my schedule does not permit me 
such time today." He glanced over at Spock. "I must talke with Spock before the message. Would 
you mind leaving us alone for awhile, my young and brilliant friend?" 


Bereth nodded and began to hastily put away his things. "Of course, Diogenes." 


It was obvious to Spock that the scientist adored his leader. As Bereth left, Spock began 
straightening his work table, certain that he would get no time to do any more before he quit 
for the day. The action also served to cover the apprehension he was feeling, wondering what it 
was Diogenes wanted, The leader did not keep him in suspense for long. 


"The space craft has left Goodhope. Jim was not on it." 


Spock let out an imperceptible breath and stopped his task. His eyes were unreadable as 
he faced Diogenes. "Is there some reason he should have been?" He decided to led Diogenes take 
the lead. 


"Come, now, Spock, I know you two are close. He told you what I said to him this morning. 
If he is not content here in Goodhope, I do not want him to remain." The leader's tone was 
challenging, waiting for a reaction. Spock inclined his head slightly. 


"Why are you telling me this?" 


Diogenes looked almost angry. "Why did he not try to... why did he not leave?" he demanded. 
Again Spock noticed how tired the other man seemed. He was taut, edgy, but Spock was guarded, 
still unsure of Diogenes' intent. 


"You will have to ask Jim... " he began. 
Diogenes closed his fingers around a small container on the table. ''I'm asking you." 


There was silence for a moment as the two men faced each other. Spock sensed that Diogenes 
would not be put off by another evasive reply, yet he was unwilling to reveal what he and Kirk 
had discussed until he knew what the leader was after. He spoke carefully. 


"Perhaps when he thought about it, he decided he didn't want to leave." 
"Perhaps?" Diogenes picked up. 


"Diogenes, you should be talking with Jim. I don't understand what it is you expect me to 
tell you," Spock said candidly. The leader released his hold on the container and willed himself 
to relax. When he spoke, his voice was gentle, questioning. 


"Do you feel as he does, Spock? Do you distrust me, also?" 


His directness caught Spock unaware. He searched for an answer that would satisfy. "I 
have observed nothing that would merit that reaction." 


"Yet, you are not totally convinced, either." It was a statement and Spock did not reply. 
Diogenes walked across the room, as though considering. Then he turned and came back to the 
table. Fatigue seemed to permeate his whole body, yet there was a resigned determination in his 
eyes and in his voice. 


"Spock, I am in charge of nearly a thousand colonists - over that, now, with the new 
seekers. We have very little resources, very few commodities. This planet which the Federation 
has given us is harsh and unyielding. But we have a dream and a goal for a better way of co- 
existance than can be found on any of the other, more luxurious planets in the galaxy. Success 
depends on the co-operation, the loyalty, the obedience of every man, woman and child here. 
Often I must do things that may seem unfair, lacking in understanding, even cruel. But it is 
the only way. I cannot have a thousand people, each with their own ideas, their own methods, 
their own goals. That kind of situation would pull Goodhope apart in a week, tear down what I've 
struggled to build. There must be only one will in Goodhope. There can be no tolerance of 
dissenters or trouble-makers, those who refuse to do their share and break the rules. Our 
survival depends on it. 


"You are a Vulcan. Surely you understand the logic of this method." There was no challenge 
in Diogenes' face now, only a request for agreement. Spock could, in fact, accept the reasonable 
content of the man's argument. His own position in Starfleet was dictated by a similar arangement. 
Yet, the Science Officer perceived a flaw in the concept. 


"A system of government dictated by one man is... " 


"Is not the democratic society of the United Federation," Diogenes finished. "True, Spock, 
but Goodhope is not merely a government body. It is a sanctuary for the lost and hopeless. It 
gives direction and meaning to life. I have a purpose and a responsibility to give that direction, 
and the good of the colony becomes the good of the individuals. Those who cannot accept my guid- 
ance will not find their place in Goodhope. Those who create dissatisfaction, are destructive not 
on to themselves but to all of the colony. I cannot allow all to suffer for the wickedness of 
a dissenter." 


"And you believe that you have the right to decide what is best for the colony?" Spock asked. 
For a moment, Diogenes stiffened and Spock was afraid he had gone too far, that the leader would 
take offense at his words. Then Diogenes nodded quietly. 


"It is the fate of the one who must lead. I will not permit my authority to be opposed. f 
will not have the vision of Goodhope and its people jeopardized." 


Spock seized at the admission. "Then why do you not permit Anton Law to leave, if he is, 
as you believe, such a dissenter and trouble-maker? Surely that would be more logical than 
forcing him to remain against his will." 


Diogenes shook his head as though Spock had incorrectly interpreted his words. "Anton Law? 
He ts no dissenter, no trouble-maker. He is a mischievous child who has yet to learn. I cannot 
allow the boy to go off alone in the galaxy. It would grieve his parents. I wasn't referring 
to Anton Law, Spock." 


The Vulcan lifted an eyebrow as the point of Diogenes' words became clear. Jim. Apparently 
the leader was more than a little troubled by the Captain's actions this morning, but Spock could 
not determine the intent of his implication. The situation was disturbing and Spock formed his 
next comnent to elicit some clue from the other man. 


"What would happen to someone you believed was a dissenter in Goodhope?" 


Diogenes smiled. "Colonists come to Goodhope seeking. They look for truth, love, belonging, 
acceptance. They come because life has been bitter for them elsewhere. No one comes to Goodhope 
unless there is a need - within themselves. It is known that Goodhope offers nothing in the way 
of material gain - there is nothing here that is an inducement for ulterior motives. So, if a 
being is seeking, would we not be remiss in our duties to welcome them, to help them learn the 
truth they seek?" 


Again Spock felt the disturbing talent the man possessed for speaking the truth yet saying 
very little. It was almost impossible to pin down Diogenes, to attain a direct answer. Still, 
Spock pressed. 


"But if there were a dissenter?" 


Diogenes looked sad. "Spock, you and Jim are very precious to me,.. as all my people are. 
It would grieve me if you could not learn to accept our ways and find your happiness here with 
us. There is a need in both of you, but I understand that it is difficult for you to acknowledge 
it. You are men of the stars; simple ways seem strange to you. I understand Jim's outrage this 
morning ~ he was indignant over something he believed was wrong. But he will learn, he will be 
taught the inaccuracy of his thinking. You will talk to him, tell him that for me." 


"Why do you not tell him yourself?" Spock tried to decide if there were a threat in the 
leader's words. 


"You are his friend. He trusts you," Diogenes said simply. Spock chose to push a little 
farther. 


"And what if I, too, am unconvinced?" 
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Diogenes' eyes darkened. "For your own sakes, I hope that will not exist for long." 
"Suppose we should decide to leave Goodhope?" 


Diogenes suddenly laughed. “Jim already made that decision. He did not go today." The 
leader sobered but there was a light in his eyes. "That pleases me, Spock. It tells me that he 
- and you - still long for what we can give you." 


"Perhaps." Spock agreed to placate the suspicions. All at once, Diogenes no longer seemed 
tired. Rather, he appeared charged, excited. 


"It has been a wonderful day, Spock. Come, walk to the Rotunda with me... the message will 
be inspired. We have new colonists to welcome and you will talk with Jim. I will see him in the 
morning and tell him what a marvelous job he did on the housing placement of our new members." 


Diogenes put an arm around the Vulcan's shoulders and they left the laboratory together. 
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Reassured by Diogenes that Kirk would suffer no harmful ramifications from his actions that 
morning, Spock joined Kirk at the gathering in the Rotunda. After the message, which was joyful, 
though less dramatic than the previous, and after supper, the two men returned to their cabin. 
Both were tired from the long, tense day, but a little later, at Kirk's suggestion, they attended 
the meeting of their circle group in front of Leander's cabin. 


The now-familiar members were already there, joined tonight by three of the newly-arrived 
seekers. Also, Kirk discovered, his co-worker, Leiis Indestra, was present. 


"Jim - I didn’t know this was your circle." Leiis smiled timidly at him. 


"Yes." Kirk introduced her to Spock. Leiis’ smile included him. Just then, Leander came 
up to them, placing a hand on each man's shoulder. 


"Let me introduce you to our newcomers," he invited. Kirk and Spock met Abijane, a middle- 
aged woman, and a young couple, Che and Dita, nervously holding hands. 


It was time to begin. They rested on the ground, hands joined, while KimSoon recited the 
invocation. The lovely simplicity of the words still impressed Kirk, and he found some of the 
day's tension draining away. 

As they sat up, KimSoon greeted each by name. 

"We're especially pleased to have Abijane, Che and Dita with us. Welcome to Goodhope." 


Abijane put a hand over her heart, as if to still its pounding. "This is the fulfillment 
of a dream. I still can't believe it's for real." 


Jessica smiled and put an arm around her. "I know exactly how you feel. We aZZ do.” 

"The circle," KimSoon explained, "is our introspection, public and private, to reinforce 
the teachings of Diogenes. The most important quality is honesty. Peter, perhaps you'd like 
to share what you've learned about honesty." 

Peter seemed startled to be singled out, but he recovered and began. "Honesty is not only 
what you say to others, but what you say to yourself. I was lying to myself, and I didn't realize 
it until Diogenes showed me the error of my ways." 

"How did he do that?” Kirk asked, intrigued. 

"He... he talked with me." Peter pressed trembling fingers to his temples. "It's so easy 
to tell yourself that something doesn't matter... and it does... it does. Diogenes... seems to 
know me better than I know myself." 


Kirk remained unconvinced. "Sometimes we have to trust our own individual instincts." 


"Which iS more important - the individual or the whole?" KimSoon's eyes were penetrating, 
and Kirk sensed the man's disapproval. 


"The chain is only as important as its weakest link," Kirk retorted. “Each individual 
matters." 


"Yes... ' several murmured 

"You are in accord with us," Leiis noted. 

"We can't lose sight of our individuality, or the whole will become bigoted. When we begin 
to believe that only our way is right, it automatically follows that anyone who thinks differently 
is wrong, and that's prejudice. Aren't we taught to rejoice in our differences?" Kirk persisted. 


The new man, Che, spoke quickly. "No! I'm tired of being different! I came to Goodhope 
to find a place where that doesn't matter." 


"Underneath, we are all the same," Valla told him. "We laugh, we love, we cry, we care. 
In Goodhope, we concentrate on the common factors, not the differences." 


"Jim... " KimSoon returned to focus on Kirk, "do you agree with that?" 


"As long as the worth of the individual is not submerged, yes. It's too easy to adopt 
someone else's values, someone else's beliefs, instead of reaching our own conclusions." 


"Must you be in command of every situation?" There was a note of exasperation in Leander's 
voice. "Don't you believe in trusting others?" 


Kirk shrugged. "Yes, I trust others, but ultimately I want the freedom to make my own 
choices, my own mistakes, if necessary." 


"What if those mistakes effect others? What if they bring pain or suffering to another 
being?" Leiis questioned, curious. 


There have been those mistakes, Kirk remembered bitterly. Cautiously, he answered, "I'm 
only speaking for myself. Sure, it hurts when we make the wrong decision. But hopefully, we 
grow, we learn from it." 


Spock came to his assistance. "Each of you made the conscious decision to come to Goodhope. 
Therefore you obviously felt in charge of your own particular destiny." 


Mialyn nodded eagerly. "I am so grateful that I saw the truth, that I chose to follow 
Diogenes. And my decision, while it was right for me, badly hurt my parents. They could not 
understand, could not accept my feeling of alienation from their world." 


Dita's eyes widened. "Yes! I came to be with Che, to seek a better world. My family 
feels I'm making a big mistake." 


Che squeezed her shoulders. "Dita's father is an important man in our town, on Altair 3. 
He wanted Dita to wed her cousin, who also holds a high position. We left our homeworld, yet 
there was nowhere in the galaxy where we could belong. Everywhere we went, people set us apart, 
gazed upon us strangely. Our ways are very different, it seems." 

"Not here," Peter assured him. "This is your home, now." 

Kirk glanced around the circle of beaming faces, reluctant to challenge again, but finding 
it unavoidable. He and Spock were here to get answers. "But do you all - do we - " he ammendeg, 
“accept Dita and Che for what they are, or do we expect them to conform?" 

"Adherence to rules is necessary in any society," Nars objected. 

"We accept everyone for themselves." Leander's words tumbled over the other's. 


"Then why are there transgressions « why is there punishment if one does not conform?" Kirk 
insisted. 


225 


226 


"There iS no punishment for non-conformity." KimSoon's eyes snapped. "The group must alt 
pull together, certainly, everyone must do their part or Goodhope will suffer. But we do what we 
must because we want to." 


"And if yeu don't want to, then what? Does anyone ever leave Goodhope?" He knew, from the 
tapes, that disenchanted believers had left, but Anton had insisted that now, no one left. 


Mialyn shuddered. "What a horrible thought. Leave Goodhope? I'd rather die." 


"To go back to... the life I left... " Leiis shook her head. "Without Diogenes... without 
Goodhope... I couldn't. Not now." 


"There have been a few who could not adjust," KimSoon admitted. "We still worry about them, 
still think of them. I sincerely hope they've found... something." 


"Spock... " Valla turned toward the Vulcan. "Would you go back to the taunts, the jeers, 
the discomforts of life as a half-breed, forever set apart by the illogical reason of your genes?" 


Kirk saw Spock tense. 


"Yes," Peter picked up. "If you could choose between Vulcan and Goodhope, which has treated 
you most fairly?" 


"Every society has its merits... "Spock began. Kirk ached for him, knowing how his friend 
disliked being put on the spot. He tried to come up with a rejoinder to take the focus away from 
Spock, but before he could form a thought, Leiis spoke. 


"That is unfair, Peter." Her voice was quiet but firm. "A seeker must answer that in the 
privacy of his own heart. I believe we're getting into a muddie of ideas here tonight." Silently 
her eyes met Spock's, and there was a tiny smile meant only for him. Kirk flashed her a look of 
gratitude. Her kindness was warming. 


KimSoon sighed. "You're right, Leiis. The important thing is that we should love each 
other, we should accept all in the unity of Goodhope. Abijane, Che, Dita - we are so pleased 
you have come to us, you and all the new seekers of truth and justice. We're here, whenever 
you need, whatever you need. You can go to anyone, any time, for comfort, for solace, for 
companionship, for anything. We all share in the love and beauty of the teachings of Diogenes." 


Leander stood. "Thank you all for coming. May you go in peace." 


As always, there was the period of silent embracing. Kirk approached the older woman, 
Abijane, and it struck him as curious that he and Spock were no longer the ‘newcomers’. They 
were, now, an accepted part of the group. Yet there was an openness which immediately enveloped 
Abijane and the young couple from Altair 3. By reason of their common acceptance of Diogenes 
and the ideals of Goodhope, they were instantly part of the bonding, taken in as kindred spirits. 
One formed an immediate rapport. The warmth of Goodhope flowed through him and he joined in 
readily, filled with affection for these gentle people. 


He turned to Leiis and embraced her, then joined Spock. 
"Ready, my friend?" 


Valla and Nars fell into step beside them. Nars put a hand on Kirk's shoulder as they 
walked. 


*I'm so glad you're our neighbors," he said warmly, sincerely. "You two are very special.” 
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Back at their cabin, Kirk had to transmit a report to the Enterprise before they could retire. 
He told about the arrival of the new colonists and the mood of excitement which pervaded Goodhope. 
It was a short, factual report, without personal speculation or comment. When Kirk asked Spock if 
he had anything to add, the Vulcan declined, deferring to Kirk*s judgment of how much was necessary 
to tell Starfleet. Both men were, admittedly, in a more positive state of mind about Goodhope after 
the peace and serenity of the circle gathering. 


Chapter Seven 


wo days later, Kirk and Spock were awakened before the morning alarm by an insistant knock 
on their cabin door. Climbing down from the loft first, Spock was surprised to find that Bereth 
was the initiator of the disturbance. He needed the Vulcan at the lab right away. One of the 
three men who had taken i11 at the irrigation ditch had died during the night and Diogenes, having 
been there, had ordered Dr. Towers to perform an autopsy immediately to determine the precise 
cause. Spock and Bereth would help in running the tests. 


After Spock departed, Kirk dressed, worried by the urgency of the summons and wondering what 
Diogenes suspected to insist upon such hasty action. Spock had told him that they believed the 
men were victims of some respiratory infection, but since three in the same area had been affected, 
it was probable that Diogenes feared an outbreak of some contagious strain. 


Spock did not appear at the morning message, which was unusually brief, and though Kirk was 
not concerned, it was the first one the Vulcan had missed, Afterward, in the dining area, Valla 
came up to tell him that she was taking breakfast to the lab for Bereth and Spock because Diogenes 
had felt their task there was important enough to excuse them from the morning's assembly, 


Kirk reported to the office. Only Richard Hand and Leiis were there, having arrived just a 
few minutes earlier. They greeted Kirk and Leiis brought him some reports from the school project 
to review. Now that the housing construction had been completed, work could begin again on the 
postponed schoolhouse, but they were lacking some much-needed supplies and Kirk was faced with the 
problem of where to obtain them. He would have to see what was available in other projects. Rob 
Peter to pay Paul, he reflected, dismayed again at how meager resources were in Goodhope. 


He asked for certain files, and Leiis quickly pulled them. Young, potentially attractive 
given the right clothes, care and proper nourishment, Leiis was efficient and capable in her job. 
She would have made an excellent yeoman, Kirk observed, and he wondered, not for the first time, 
what need in her background had brought her to Goodhope. She was a gentle and sweet-natured 
individual who seemed to radiate peace and happiness. This morning, however, she seemed troubled, 
and when Kirk questioned her about the cause, her eyes filled. 


"It is so sad about Sufo D'Tin,"” she told him, referring to the man who had died. ‘''He and 
my good friend, Rhea, were planning to be joined next month. "I was going to stand with them." 


Kirk could see the girl was very upset. "Leiis, I'm sorry," he said softly. "Perhaps you 
should leave, stay with your friend." 


Leiis shook her head. "She is much grieved, but Diogenes is with her. He can give more 
comfort than I. He came to see Sufo often during his illness, and I was there last night when... 
when it happened. They called our leader and he arrived at once. He has stayed all that time, 
except to deliver the morning message. Then he returned to Rhea. He is so strong, although I 
know he feels her pain." 


"My friend Spock was summoned to the lab this morning." Kirk wanted to offer some assurance. 
"They will try to learn why he died." 


Leiis nodded. "Two others are also ill from the same malady. Diogenes is concerned..." 
She bit her lip. "One of them - Danillo Sanchos - and I used to... used to share happy times 
with Rhea and Sufo." 

Kirk was filled with compassion for the girl's grief. "This must be very hard for you." 


She smiled a little. "Rhea and Sufo were very much in love. For Dani and I, it was over 
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some time ago. Still, we are good friends. I hope that Spock will find a way to cure him soon. 


Two young couples, Kirk thought, not unlike others throughout the galaxy - making plans, 
sharing fun. Yet something had driven each of them to follow a man who promised fulfillment of 
their dreams in Goodhope. 


"Did you know each other before you came here?" he asked. Leiis shook her head. 


"Each of us came alone. We had each heard Diogenes teach and knew we must be with him. 
We met here in Goodhope." 


"Where are you from, Leiis?” Kirk tried to change the subject, to take her thoughts from 
her grief. “You're very good at your job. Did you do this kind of work before you came here?" 


At first, Kirk thought she would not answer, then she took a breath. "All that I am now, 
I learned in Goodhope, and from Diogenes. I was... unworthy to live among decent people before 
I came. I have powers - curses, they are - and I used them in my resentment against those who 
did not understand. Diogenes taught me that was not the way. He rid me of those evils.” 


Kirk was intrigued. "What kind of powers?" 

"IT see people's thoughts. I know what they are thinking. And I can... start fires. I 
couldn't help it. I didn't know how to control it. It frightened people - even my own mother. 
She threw me out, so I sold my 'talents' to those who would pay a high enough price - gamblers, 
traders, anyone who could benefit from knowing what was in another mind. They used me, but I 


made a good living. I thought I could buy happiness, but I couldn't. There was no one I could 
be close to. Then I heard Diogenes." 


An untrained, undisciplined telepath with pyrotechnic ability... Kirk made a note.to tell 
Spock about her. 


"What did Diogenes do?" he asked. 
"He brought me to Goodhope. He taught me to purge myself of my will." 
"And have you succeeded?" 


"Not entirely," Leiis admitted. "It is still difficult not to know what others are thinking. 
But I am learning. And I am accepted here, I belong. Others do not fear me. Only Dani... " 


"Is that why you two... " Kirk began. 

"Dani does not understand. Sometimes I would accidentally see his thoughts. He did not 
like it. But he cared about me, knew it was hard for me to control. He told Diogenes and our 
leader helped me. He knew that a week in meditation would: teach me. It was hard and I was very 
frightened. I wanted to escape, so they bound me to keep me from running away from myself. Af- 
terward, when I was better, I knew he had been right. I saw the evil in myself and I am learning 
to bury it." 

Kirk felt his stomach knot at the girl's story. "Can you tell what I am thinking, Leiis?" 

She smiled warily. "Do you try to tempt me, Jim?” 

He returned her smile. "I'll tell you. I'm thinking that you are a very lovely person." 

Leiis blushed. "I almost wish I could see if you mean that," 


"I do," Kirk said truthfully. "Now, why don't we see what can be done about getting some 
supplies out to the school?" 
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Kirk and Leiis spent most of the day visiting supply and storage areas and various building 
sites to see what could be scavanged for use on the school. They were loaded with lists of inven- 
tories and available materials, and Leiis kept an accurate account for Kirk's reference. 
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By mid-afternoon, the girl was showing signs of extreme fatigue and Kirk, knowing she had 
probably been up all night with her friends, told her to go back to her cabin and get some rest 
before the evening message. At first she was reluctant, but he insisted, assuring her that he 
would explain her condition to Diogenes. After they parted, Kirk took all the data they had 
gathered and headed back to the office to review it. 


When he arrived, he found Caldin seated on the porch steps. Their eyes met for a moment, 
then Kirk began to go past and into the building. 


"Don't go in there, Jim, " Caldin said. Kirk stopped, a question on his face. 'Diogenes 
is inside. He wants to be alone for a while." Caldin looked away, rubbing his hands over his 
eyes; he hunched forward on the steps, leaning his elbows on his knees. Kirk hesitated for a 
second, then moved to sit beside him. 


"T have some work to do," he objected. "Is something wrong?" 


Caldin did not look up. "Diogenes has been with Rhea all day. He suffers deeply the loss 
of D'Tin." Kirk noticed the voice was flat, as though he really didn't want to tell anything. 


"I'm sorry. I didn't know Diogenes was that close to the man." 


Caldin turned to face him, incredulty in his expression. "D'Tin was one of his own. Why 
would he not mourn his death?" 


Just then there was a loud clatter from inside the office. "Oh, damn..."  Caldin was on 
his feet at once and heading for the door. He paused long enough to turn as Kirk began to rise 
also. "No, you stay here," he insisted. 


Kirk pondered his actions for a few minutes while Caldin disappeared inside. Then, making 
up his mind, he decided to ignore the man's objections and opened the door. 


It was dark inside the office, darker even than the first time Kirk had been there. Al] 
the shades were drawn completely closed, letting in only thin slivers of light around the edges. 
Caldin was behind the desk, leaning over the chair in such a manner that Kirk's view of its 
occupant was mostly obscured. On the floor beside the desk, a large metal pitcher lay on its 
side, along with a tray, in a puddle of water. Calin was speaking softly. 


"It's all right, Diogenes. You just knocked over the water. I'11 clean it up - no harm 
done." The sound of movement from Kirk brought his head around and he scowled. "I asked you 
to remain outside," he accused. 


Before Kirk had a chance to answer, the chair swung in his direction and Diogenes faced 
him. Even in the dimness of the room, Kirk saw a Diogenes he had never met before. The crystal 
clear eyes were dull, puffy, and ringed with red. Beneath, dark circles reached all the way to 
the cheek bone and the face was furrowed with pain. The stubble of a beard added to the drawn 
look. Diogenes’ white cotton shirt was rumpled and soiled, his long yellow hair tangled and limp 
and held back from his face by a piece of cloth tied around his forehead. Diogenes was slumped 
in the chair and his gaze seemed to slowly focus on the man across the room. When he recognized 
Kirk, he put a hand on Caldin's arm to still his protest. 


"Never mind," he told Caldin. Then, to Kirk, "Come in, Jim. Is there something you want?” 
His voice was sluggish, thick, as though it took a great effort to speak. Kirk felt at once an 
intruder, but his curiosity over Diogenes' condition kept him from leaving. 


"I came back to do some work, but Caldin said you didn't want to be disturbed... “ he began. 
At once he saw Diogenes stiffen as though in pain, saw Caldin's arms go around the man's body and 
tighten in support. "Are you all right?” Kirk asked abruptly, aware that Diogenes obviously was not. 


The leader rested against Caldin and nodded faintly. "I am... fatigued," he managed. "I... 
need a little... rest... " 


"Diogenes, let me help you to the bed," Caldin urged, "You should lie down." No objection 
came as Caldin began to lift him from the chair. It appeared that he was so weak that he could not 
stand on his own. Pulling the leader into an upright position, Caldin took his full weight, and 
Kirk realized that the smaller man would hardly be able to make it to the cot with his burden. 
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Kirk crossed to them and slipped an arm around Diogenes' waist and drew an arm over his shoulder. 
He felt the weight of the big man as the leader leaned heavily on him. Kirk and Caldin supported 
Diogenes between them, half-carrying him to his cot across the room. 


As they lowered him to a sitting position on the side of the bed, Diogenes leaned forward, 
burying his face in his hands, and began to sob almost uncontrollably. Kirk saw Caldin flinch, 
then turn suddenly and walk away. The devoted aide went to a closet and pulted out a sponge and 
bucket, and proceeded to mop up the spilled water, working at the task as though it demanded all 
of his attention. 


Kirk watched for a moment, then looked back at Diogenes. He stood awkwardly, not knowing 
what to do or say while the colony leader seemed to become a victim of the anguish consuming him. 
The incongruous scene ~- Caldin cleaning the floor, Diogenes sobbing convulsively - seemed to go 
on forever, while Kirk stood rooted, the shock of what was happening making it impossible to 
think beyond the moment. 


At length, Diogenes seemed to calm a little. He reached out blindly with one hand and took 
hold of Kirk's. "I'm... I'm sorry ... you... you had to see this... see me like this... Jim," 
he apologized, trying to catch his breath, to speak. 


Kirk felt the pressure of Diogenes' hand crushing his, perceived the physical strength of 
this lean, hard-muscled leader, and although he had been startled by the sudden, violent display, 
Kirk understood, too, the grief caused by losing someone entrusted to your leadership. 


Diogenes lifted his head to face Kirk, and the agony welled up in his eyes. It was diffi- 
cult to witness, and Kirk felt himself wanting to pull away. He understood now why Caldin had 
begun mopping the floor so intently - he had probably been through this before and it hurt to 
watch the unsuccessful struggle to suppress the pain. 


"He was so young..." Diogenes' voice was almost a plea. "And Rhea... they were planning 
to be joined. She carries his child... " 


Caldin came over and sat beside him on the bed. He had wet a cloth and he wiped his 
leader's face with it. "You will take care of her. You assured her of that," he reasoned. 


"I'm not worried about her. She will accept in time. She's young. She will even learn 
to love again..." Diogenes still gripped Kirk's hand. "Jim... can you understand a little of 
what I feel, what it is to lose someone for whom you feel a responsibility... someone who has 
trusted you, followed you?" 


Kirk found his voice at last. "Yes," he said quietly. "I can understand." 


"Tt is like losing a part of myself, yet more than that, for it is a tragedy I could not 
prevent, a sorrow for which I can offer no real solace, I am... I am defenseless against the 
enemy Death which claimed his life and emerged the victor." His words were bitter, expressing 
frustration. 


"Death shows no mercy... and no discrimination.” Kirk found his own voice matched the 
bitterness of the leader. Diogenes looked up sharply at him. 


"I do not like to be beaten this way. What is mine, I keep," he warned suddenly. Then 
he released Kirk's hand and leaned back against the wall, closing his eyes. Caldin touched his 
shoulder. 


"Diogenes, you must get some sleep." 


The big man opened his eyes and canted toward Caldin, resting his head on his shoulder and 
embracing him. "Caldin, what would I do without you, my beloved? You take such good care of me." 
His eyes were brimming as he turned his head slightly to face Kirk. "He worries about me so much. 
He is my comfort and my anchor." Caldin looked embarrassed, and Kirk avoided his eyes. 


"Perhaps you should do as he suggests," he told Diogenes, "You've had an exhausting experi- 
ence." The leader looked close to collapse and Kirk wanted very much to leave the office, yet 
Diogenes seemed reluctant to have him go. 
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"In all the galaxy, I have been most fortunate to have found Caldin,.. to have found all 
my children who have come to Goodhope. There is so much they need, so much I must give them. 
I... I wish I could be more... could end their sorrows... " 


"You give more than any man," Caldin cut in. Diogenes smiled, his eyes still on Kirk. 
"Do you believe that, too, Jim?" 


Kirk took a breath. "I believe this is not the time to discuss it," he countered. "Caldin 
is right, you're tired.” 


Diogenes pulled away from his aide and sat up abruptly, frowning, his eyes flashing. "Cal- 
din is right! Caldin is right!" he mocked. "Do you think me weak because I grieve? Do you 
think me soft because I weep?" His voice was accusing. 

"I didn't say that." Kirk was confused by the man's sudden shift of mood. 


"Don't ever make that mistake," Diogenes warned. '"Caldin is what I allow him to be. It 
is my strength which sustains us all!" 


Kirk started to turn. "I'd better go," he decided, not wanting to pursue the conversation 
when Diogenes was obviously in an unstable frame of mind. 


"You will leave when I tell you!" Diogenes stood, fury in his eyes. Kirk hesitated a moment, 
gauging the man's condition. Caldin was on his feet too, reaching for the leader. 


"Diogenes, please... " 

Diogenes whirled, swinging his arm back and catching Caldin across the mouth with his hand. 
"Leave me alone!" he shouted. Caldin's lip began to bleed as he tottered backward, trying to 
retain his balance. Kirk stepped forward, grabbing Diogenes' arm to prevent him from doing any 
more. He met with no resistance. Diogenes' eyes were on Caldin, his face stricken. As Caldin 
recovered, the leader sagged, realizing what he had done. 

"Oh, Caldin... " he breathed. "I'm... I'm sorry... " 


Kirk released his grip, deciding that Diogenes was not going to do any more violence. The 
leader glanced at him gratefully, then moved toward his aide. 


"I'm sorry, I didn't mean it," he implored. Caldin wiped the blood from his mouth and 
shuddered in an effort to control his anger. He glared at Diogenes but did not answer. The 
leader turned to Kirk. 


"Do you see? Do you see what grief can do? Witness my agony, feel my suffering, and then 
ask yourself what I am." 


Diogenes dropped to his knees and began to sob quietly, murmuring to himself. "I've hurt 
him. I’m not myself... I didn’t mean it... " 


Caldin and Kirk exchanged glances over the kneeling man, then Caldin dropped beside him 
and put his arms around Diogenes' shoulders. 


"It's all right, Diogenes. I'm not hurt." His voice was resigned. Then he addressed Kirk. 
"I think you should leave, Jim. I'11 take care of him." Caldin's tone was authoritative, almost 
possessive, and Kirk was aware that the man resented his presence. 

"Are you certain you'll be all right?" Kirk wanted to know. 

"We will both be all right," Caldin said emphatically. 

"Take care of me," Diogenes was pleading. "Help me, Caldin... " 


"Yes, my Teacher," Caldin assured. "] wil help you.” 


Kirk was dismissed, forgotten. He waited a moment, then headed for the door, the soft, silent 


sounds of the two men’s voices still in his ears. 


Outside, the hot, bright sunlight assailed his senses and Kirk squinted against the glare. 
He was as disturbed as he could ever remember being. Diogenes was one of the most enigmatic 
individuals he had ever encountered, and Kirk knew himself to be too emotionally charged to think 
dispassionately at the moment. Later, when he had gained some time and distance, he would try to 
reason out the experience he had just witnessed. 


As he headed down the path toward his cabin, however, Kirk knew that he was not going to be 
able to turn his thoughts from what he had just seen. The whole incident and its physical impact 
was still affecting him, causing him to tremble, throwing his mind into a maelstrom of impressions 
and reactions. 


Part of him was impatient for the cool, soothing objectivity of Spock's clear-thinking 
presence, and he felt the urge to rush to the Vulcan, recount the events and accept his friend's 
rational analysis. The other part of him rejected that idea, for unless he himself could present 
the facts clearly, Spock's interpretation was apt to be incorrect. Kirk considered that he would 
have to detach himself from what he was feeling in order to understand what had happened, and 
yet, by his own admission, he had many times relied on just such feelings to guide his decisions. 


Diogenes was obviously a man of volatile moods - cresting on peaks, plunged into valleys, 
and teetering on precipices. He was as difficult to anticipate as the shifting, changing currents 
of space. His actions and reactions at any given time were unpredictable and astonishing, yet 
Kirk could perceive an underlying dedication with which he could identify. The question, Kirk 
knew, however, was to what Diogenes was dedicated. He didn't know if the man were a satan or a 
savior. Did he believe what he taught, or was he playing the biggest con game in the galaxy? 


In the weeks that he had been there, Kirk admitted that he believed the basic concept of 
Goodhope was noble. Yet he could have drawn that same conclusion from reading any of the taped 
materials about Diogenes' teachings. To build a place where prejudice and bigotry did not exist, 
to revere honesty and truth and justice above all things, to extol the virtues of individual 
worth and acceptance - these were things sought by beings all over the galaxy, goals aimed for 
by all men of integrity. Perhaps some of Diogenes' methods seemed extreme, but the ultimate 
destination was high and the struggle to achieve it was difficult. 


Still, there were inconsistancies in the man himself. His attitude toward Anton Law and 
his reaction to the death of Sufo D'Tin were not congruent with each other. The reports that 
had filtered back to the Federation had spoken of mistreatment, and Kirk had reluctantly observed 
a few things that could support that accusation. Yet the people in Goodhope seemed devoted. 
Kirk pondered whether they were being brainwashed into submission, and knew he had no concrete 
evidence to support that theory. Most disturbing of all, Kirk realized, was his own indecision, 
his own inability to formulate a satisfactory conclusion. He could not detach himself from the 
fate of the colonists and remain an impartial observer. He felt their hopes, fears, even if he 
coutd not believe in Diogenes... That thought made him pause. Did he really not believe in 
Diogenes? 


Kirk had been furious with him over the Anton Law incident, and angry, too, as he had read 
between the lines of Leiis' story of her sweetheart's betrayal and Diogenes' subsequent method 
of ‘teaching’ her. He had almost decided that the man was a tyrant with a streak of cruelty - 
and in fact he knew that still might be true. He had been totally unprepared for the vulnera- 
bility he had just seen demonstrated. He had not expected Diogenes' capable of so much empathy 
for the people, he had not judged the depths of committment the man felt, and he was not at all 
certain that the leader had been insincere. On the contrary, no one could have shared his 
anguish and not have believed in it. 


Diogenes had issued a challenge in his distraught state. He had said, 'Witness my agony, 
feel my suffering, and then ask yourself what I am.' Kirk shivered in the blazing heat and knew 
he was far from having the answer. 


He had reached the cabin. Spock was not yet home from the lab, he discovered. Kirk knew 
that Spock was having no more success than he in deciphering the complex personality of Diogenes. 
The Vulcan, too, was troubled by the situation in Goodhope, and that knowledge was not reassuring 
to Kirk. 


Glancing at the chronometer, Kirk discovered he had two hours before the evening message. 
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He crossed to the couch and sat down. Automatically, he reached inside his shirt and took out 
the transmitter. After ten minutes of staring at it, unable to begin, he gave up and put it 
away. 


It would be interesting to see Diogenes condition at the gathering, he reflected. Yet, 
even as he speculated, he knew instinctively that Diogenes would be recovered, in control of 
the assembly and himself, and only Kirk and Caldin would really know what he had gone through 
this afternoon 


There was no time to talk of the incident when Spock arrived home shortly before the time 
for the message. As Kirk had predicted, Diogenes delivered a moving lecture and gave no indi- 
cation that he had been consumed with grief. 


Later, in the privacy of their cabin, Kirk questioned Spock about what he had learned 
concerning D'Tin's death. 


"Doctor Towers is convinced that it was a respiratory infection of the viral variety, 
similar to pneumonia. He's ordered an antibiotic to treat the other men who are affected, but 
it seems that Bereth was over-reacting this morning to aqisis that does not exist," Spock told 
him, 


"Is that your opinion, also?" Kirk asked. 


Spock shrugged. "Actually, I was not able to form much of an opinion. When I arrived at 
the lab, Dr. Towers was handling the autopsy and his wife was conducting the tests. Apparently 
Diogenes was rather distraught when he called Dr. Towers to D'Tin's deathbed, and ordered all 
scientific personnel to duty to discover the cause. As I said, it was an emotional over-reaction 
on everyone's part. Dr. and Mrs. Towers finished the autopsy, prepared the reports, then they 
went to the infirmary for their regular duties. Bereth and I spent the day working on another 
project entirely." 


"But you weren't at the morning message," Kirk observed. 


There was a twinkle in Spock's eye. "A matter of having a semi-valid excuse to miss it," 
he confided. Kirk understood. 


"Well, I can believe that Diogenes was distraught at the time of D'Tin's death. He was 
still very upset when I saw him at the office later in the afternoon." Kirk described his 
encounter with the colony leader and Caldin. 


Spock was thoughtful, listening as Kirk related the details of the experience. When the 
Captain had concluded his narrative, Spock was quiet for a few moments, Finally, he spoke. 


"It seems Diogenes is a man of many surprises." 

"Does it surprise you, too, that he reacted in that manner?" Kirk asked. 

The Vulcan considered. "Human behavior is often unpredictable to me," he admitted. "Yet 
there are certain characteristics which one learns to expect after close association with, and 
continued observation of, your race. It seems, however, that I may have been incorrect in my 
judgment of this man." 


Kirk had to smile at Spock's admission, but he was more than a little interested in the 
motivation that prompted it. "In what way?" 


Spock, who had been seated on the couch, rose and crossed to the table where Kirk sat, 

"Diogenes teaches adherence to the concept of the good of the whole, sublimation of 
individual will. He advocates himself as supreme leader, demands absolute obedience to his 
word. He tolerates no breach of devotion to his law. For him to be so affected by the loss 
of one life... " Spock trailed off. 


"You don't believe the two are compatable?" Kirk voiced his own doubts. Spock gazed 
deeply at his commanding officer, as though suddenly making a comparison. 
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"Tt is a side of him I had not considered," he answered at last. 


Kirk discerned the Vulcan's thoughts. ‘He does indeed have some interesting similarities," 
he agreed. 


"Jim, Diogenes is not at all like you - not in the ways that count," Spock ammended wryly. 
"Il did:not mean to imply that. I was merely observing that you are both men who are responsible 
for the lives and welfare of many, and it is a responsibility that you both accept, although your 
methods of dispersing that duty are quite different. Yours is an authority delegated by Star- 
fleet and you, too, must answer to superiors. Diogenes' authority comes from himself. He answers 
to no one and that could be a very dangerous position for any man," 


"Absolute power corrupts absolutely... is that what you're saying, Mr. Spock? Our system 
of checks and balances keeps us starship captains from becoming little tin gods?" 


Spock missed the edge of Sarcasm jin Kirk's tone. "I am speaking in generalities, Jim. It 
has been a long standing fact that this is precisely the danger." 


Kirk found himself annoyed with Spock's analytical statements. "Well, it's a good thing 
I have you and Bones to keep me in line, or I might become a dictator on the Enterprise,” he 
snapped, and at once was irritated at his own reaction. Intellectually he knew Spock meant no- 
thing personal, that the Vulcan was in his own imperturbable manner simply gathering facts, 
forming an hypothesis. Yet perhaps the disturbing train of conversation was traveling too close 
to the same doubts and introspections he had avoided facing. Perhaps the fear that he eould 
see much of Diogenes in himself and much of himself in Diogenes was one of the most disturbing 
aspects of his association with the colony jeader. 


Spock caught the exasperation in Kirk's voice and failed to understand it at first, then 
realized how his clinical appraisal of the subject must sound to his friend. He was contrite, 
frustrated at his own insensitivity. 


"You are a unique individual," he said quietly, hoping to correct his thoughtlessness, to 
reassure his Captain of his respect. "You have a special kind of compassion that makes you more 
than worthy... ' There was a Jump in his throat that constricted his speech. He looked away, 
reluctant to continue voicing what he felt. Kirk was touched by his friend's discomfort and 
sorry that he had been the cause of it. He had not doubted Spock's loyalty, had not intended to 
force him to admit it. 


"And now you discover that Diogenes also exhibits a compassion for the individual," Kirk 
remarked, steering the conversation back to a less personal ground. "He's a man of his own 
authority, and yet he's concerned, he feels for each of his followers." 

Spock nodded. "It zs a rare combination." 

"One that is worthy of respect," Kirk agreed. 

"One that is worthy of another approach, at least," Spock qualified. 

Kirk considered. "Spock, if Diogenes does possess the quality of compassion, if he is as 
self-sacrificing, as dedicated to his own teachings and goals as his followers believe, he could 
be one of the greatest leaders history has ever known.” 

"Yes, he could be a dynamic force for good." 

"Wouldn't it be something if, from these humble beginnings, we were to find,.. " 


Spock understood his musing. "I, too, find myself... hoping... that we will discover 
that Diogenes is all that his followers believe," 


Kirk smiled. "Hoping, Spock? Isn't that an emotional reaction?" 
The Vulcan sighed. "Jim, the people of Goodhope are from all over the Federation. They 
have suffered as a result of others who felt themselves superior. They have suffered through 


no fault of their own. Yet in spite of that, they have managed to care about others, to labor 
to achieve a sense of dignity. They have learned not to retaliate against prejudice with prejudice. 
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They have sacrificed personal gain for personal peace. There is much to be said for Goodhope... 
and for the man who has made it possible. It would be disastrous to lose it all, to discover that 
it is all a lie." 

"Disastrous for the colonists,” Kirk commented. 

"Vas, u 


"And what if we must be the ones who discover that it is a lie... that Diogenes is not a 
saint?" Kirk asked quietly. Spock sat down across from his friend and steepled his fingers. 


"Perhaps," he said slowly, "it would also be a disaster for us." 


Kirk didn't answer, but his mind whirled with thoughts of Leiis and D'Tin, of Caldin and 
Diogenes, and of Anton Law. 


Chapter Eight 


t was several days after the arrival of the new colonists before Kirk and Spock noticed 
Anton Law again seated with his parents during the evening message. 


Wherever he had been, he looked healthy enough now, and the perpetual scowl was still in 
place. His mother sat close to him, her hand resting on his arm. Kirk noted that Diogenes 
made no mention of his return, just as no mention had been made of his absence. 


Determined to pursue the questions with which he had struggled for days, Kirk made up his 
mind to talk with Anton. \When the assembly gathered to eat, Kirk whispered his intent to Spock. 


"Tt might be better if I approach him alone. You sit over there with Valla and Nars - I'm 
going to find the Laws.” 


Spock nodded and Kirk carried his plate away, searching along the tables for his quarry. 
He finally spied the family and gave a sigh of relief as he noticed that they were alone at one 
end of a table. He sat down opposite Anton. 

The boy did not look up from his plate, but Mrs. Law smiled warmly at him. 

"Good evening,” she greeted. 


Jory Law looked uncomfortable. He picked at his food without seeming to taste it. Kirk 
had the impression that his arrival had interrupted something. 


"Evening, Mrs. Law... Anton. I'm pleased to see you back with us tonight." 

He looked up then and, recognizing Kirk, he frowned darkly. "What is it to you?" 
"Anton!" His mother's tone was sharply reproving. 

"Are you all right?" Kirk ignored the boy's belligerence. 

"IT... learned my lesson," Anton evaded, quickly returning his attention to the food. 
Jory Law looked curiously at Kirk. "Excuse me, my friend, have we met?" 


"Not directly, Mr. Law. I'm Jim Kirk. I met your son a few days ago... “ Kirk began. 
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"And you were also concerned enough to speak with me when Jory was taken away for meditation," 
Mrs. Law injected. “Just what is your interest in my family, Jim Kirk?" 


"Are we not taught to care for each other?" Kirk replied easily. “It seems your family has 
had its share of burdens lately.” 


"He is right, Beca. It is the word of Diogenes. We must never question concern or caring." 


Jory turned to Kirk. "You are right, friend. We have been severely tested, but we are fine now, 
aren't we Anton?" 


"Surely, Father." Anton didn't look up, and the words were spoken without enthusiasm. 

"Tell him, Anton," Jory prompted. "Tell him how Diogenes demonstrated his goodness, his 
mercy to you, tell him how he counseled you to repent, and how you have put your trust in him 
once again." 


"It was an inevitable conclusion, wasn't it?" Anton's hard eyes met Kirk’s. "One cannot 
escape the truth," 


Jory seemed satisfied, unaware of the double meaning of his son's words. Beca stood and 
gathered the empty plates of her husband and son. 


"My husband, we must not tarry. Our circle meets tonight." 

The elder Laws stood by the table. Anton eyed them warily. °I'11 stay down here for awhile.” 

"All right, son. Be home before curfew... " his mother began. 

"I know," Anton grated. 

Kirk watched the interplay, trying to determine the emotions at work. Beca Law was seemingly 
in control, the most forceful member of the family, and also the most secure. Jory was nervous, 
at times fearful... 'cowed' was the most apt term, Kirk decided, Anton was the biggest puzzle. 

He seemed to be making an effort to suppress his hostility, but it was still there, waiting to 
erupt. Why, in this place of goodness and peace, was Anton Law so out of step? 

As his parents departed, Anton stood to leave also. 

“Wait a minute," Kirk entreated. "Can we talk for just a moment?" 

"About what?" Anton was cautious. 

"The other night. I... saw what they did to you." 

"And?" He was not making it easy for Kirk. 

"Where have you been since then?" 

"I told you. Learning my lesson. It is wrong to want to leave Goodhope. Goodhope is my 


home. I belong in Goodhope. Praise be to Diogenes." Anton said the words bitterly, as if 
daring Kirk to say more. 


"Jim... Spock came toward them. He stopped when he saw Anton poised for flight. 

"Sit down, Anton," Kirk urged, beckoning Spock to his side. "Look, you made some pretty 
wild charges the other night, and Spock and I have been concerned about what you said. We'd 
like to make Goodhope our permanent home, but if there's anything going on, we want to know 
about it... before it's too late." 


Anton chuckled mirthlessly. "You're here, aren't you? It's already too jate. Diogenes 
will never let you leave. Never." 


Kirk felt a chill at the certainty in the boy's voice. Gently, he asked again, "What did 
they do to you, Anton?" 
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"Keep asking questions like that - you'll find out, first-hand. Even now, you're watched. 
Or perhaps it's me they're watching. But by tomorrow, Diogenes will know you talked with me. 
Don't look now, but over to your right, two tables away,.. the man is Xervia, one of Diogenes’ 
agents." 


"Are you not allowed to speak with anyone?" Spock asked, puzzled. 

"Not privately like this. They don't want me stirring up trouble. Well," Anton sighed, 
"T don't care. I'm tired of hiding. There are others who feel as I do. We*1l1 organize, 
We'll... " He broke off abruptly, as if realizing what he was saying and to whom. 

"What others?" Spock asked. 


"Excuse me. I really must go, before we all get in trouble. Good evening." Anton pasted 
a smile on his face and left quickly, before Kirk or Spock could stop him. 


They were silent a moment, then Spock said, "He seems... almost irrational." 
"Or the only sane man in a world of irrational people," Kirk countered, thoughtful. 
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Kirk tried to dismiss his preoccupation with Anton Law and his family. It was unfair, as 
he told Spock later that evening, to discount all the good they had seen and heard about in the 
colony, merely on the word of one spoiled adolescent. He was beginning to think that perhaps 
they were trying too hard to come up with something negative. 


Yet something continued to plague him - something that did not seem right. A seed of doubt 
had been planted by Caldin and his men out at the landing field, by Diogenes' almost casual 
dismissal and evasion. 

The next evening, Kirk arrived at the Rotunda before Spock. The Vulcan arrived bare seconds 
before Diogenes himself. He was even quieter than usual and he continued to seem troubled about 
something through dinner. 

It was not until they were alone in their cabin that he spoke of it. 

"Jim, what was your opinion of Dr. Gordon Towers?" he asked thoughtfully. 

Kirk grimaced. "Well, he's not Leonard McCoy." 


"T am not interested in his personality," Spock responded curtly. "What was your evaluation 
of his skil1?" 


Kirk's brow knitted in sudden concern. “I repeat, he's not Bones, Spock,.. is there some 
.. specific reason you're asking? Are you feeling i111?" He worded it carefully, aware of 
Spock's sensitivity about his own health. 


Spock raised an eyebrow in surprise, then his expression softened. "No, Jim, I'm fine. 
He took a seat at the table. "Sit down. I'11 explain." 


"Yes," Kirk urged, taking the other chair. "You seem to have made a mess of this conver-= 
sation so far," he observed. 


"Strange," Spock noted, "how I find myself lapsing into Human speech patterns on this 
assignment. Perhaps it is the pretense... " 


Kirk grinned at the unintentional insult. "Anyway, what about the doctor?" 


"Jim, this must remain confidential, for I was asked to tell no one. I only ignore that 
request because of my duty to you and to the Federation... " 


"Yes, Mr. Spock." Kirk wondered how long Spock had worked on the equation to justify his 
telling, and found himself slightly annoyed that Spock had needed justification. 


"You remember Sufo D'Tin's death a few days ago? Dr, Towers diagnosed the case as a respi- 
ratory infection and later stated that the autopsy confirmed his diagnosis. You will recall that 
when I was summoned to the lab, Bereth and I were not actually involved at all. Dr. Towers and 
his wife handled the whole investigation. They had been treating him with an antibiotic which 
was apparently ineffective. I learned today that three other colonists have the same symptoms, 
and Diogenes suspects that the initial diagnosis may have been in error," 


"What is it, then?" 

Spock shook his head. "Unknown at present. This morning, Caldin briefed Bereth and I on 
what little is known. Later, we talked with Towers and his wife, Elci. The woman was the one 
to report the similarities in the four cases. We've been asked to co-operate fully on isolating 
the bacteria and finding a pharmaceutical solution." 

"Is it contagious?" Kirk grasped the need for urgency and secrecy. 


"Again, we have no confirmation. There is a connection ~ all four men worked on the same 
irrigation project. Tomorrow we'll take blood samples from the rest of that crew." 


"If it zs the beginning of an epidemic... '' Kirk paused. "Spock, the colony's not equipped 
to handle it!" The Vulcan nodded, averting his gaze. 


"I know." Kirk caught the worrisome note of sadness in his friend's voice, 


"Our next scheduled report to Starfleet is not expected for several days," Kirk reminded. 
"In your opinion, should we apprise them of these developments now?" 


Spock looked up sharply. "Negative. Jim, it's too soon to offer any conclusions or 
theories. I advise waiting. We'll know more in a few days. There is no need to involve 
Starfleet at this time." 


Kirk frowned, considering. "You'll be working on the experiments. ‘You'll keep me posted 
on the progress of the research?" 


"Of course." 


"All right - I agree. We'll wait until we know more." Kirk stood up. "Let's go down to 
the clearing before someone starts wondering where we are.” 
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The next morning, Spock was up and dressed long before the early alarm sounded. He climbed 
back up to the loft and touched the shoulder of his sleeping companion. 


"Jim, , at 

Kirk opened his eyes at the sound and Spock waited until he focused and a question formed 
in those eyes. "Spock? What is it? Is something wrong? I didn't hear the alarm," Kirk said 
sleep fading as he noticed the fully-clothed Vulcan. 


"It has not sounded yet. I'm sorry to disturb your sleep, but I wanted you to know I was 
going to the lab early so you would not be concerned about my absence when you awoke later." 


Kirk sat up and rubbed his eyes. "What time is it? I feel like I've just gone to bed." 


"You have four hours before the alarm will sound. There is no need for you to rise. Go 
back to sleep. I merely wanted to let you know of my whereabouts." 


"Four hours?" Kirk was incredulous. “Spock, have you slept at all?" 


"Unnecessary at this time, Jim, and since I am already awake, I deemed I could make use 
of the time at the lab." 


"It's the middle of the night," Kirk protested. "I don't like you going out, working like 
this. You need rest, too, and don't give me any platitudes about Vulcan metabolism." 
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Spock seemed to smile. "Captain, on the Enterprise I have often worked all night, many 
times under your orders, to find a cure for a disease, or the solution to a critical problem." 


"But you weren't under the pressure that you are here... " Kirk caught the look of disbelief 
and realized the absurdity of his words. "Well, I still don't like it," he finished lamely. 
Spock seemed to expect more. "Go ahead," Kirk said at last, "but whatever you do, be careful." 


"I will see you at the Rotunda for the morning message." Spock climbed down the ladder and 
Kirk heard the door open and close. He lay back down, but knew he would be unable to fall asleep. 


Dam...he thought, not certain if he were annoyed at Spock for going out or for waking him 
from his sleep, or if it were because he was worried about his friend, 


Spock had not seemed himself earlier last evening when they had discussed the possibility 
of an epidemic. Kirk knew the Vulcan well enough to detect the slight alteration in his manner. 
His reluctance to call Starfleet had bothered Kirk, and while the Captain agreed that they could 
wait, there had been something about Spock's attitude that did not seem quite right. He knew 
Spock was concerned about the elusive illness, knew that as a scientist Spock was curious, 
compelled to find the answers. As a compassionate being, he was compelled to find a cure. Yet 
it was disturbing to find that Spock had been unable to sleep, that he felt driven to return to 
the lab in the middle of the night to work. Disturbing... yet reassuring, Kirk thought fondly, 
for it was, in fact, just like the Vulcan to exhibit this kind of dedication. 


Yet even as he tried to accept that reassurance, Kirk could not dismiss the nagging fear 
for his friend. Goodhope was tearing at Spock, chipping away little chunks of his protective 
shel}. 


I understand what he's going through, better than he realizes. Kirk had seen the subtle 
indications of tension, moments when Spock had been caught off-guard by some sudden display of 
emotion. He had witnessed the doubt when Spock had been faced with direct self-examination, 
caught the confusion when the Vulcan had been confronted by a logic that was contrary to his 
beliefs. 


14'S taken a Long tone for Spock to have achieved .the dignity and confidence hts posction 
on .the Enterprtse has given hin, Kirk worried. 12's taken a Long time fon him to be as open 
with me as he 44, to nekate to others and accept his dual heritage. Kirk was suddenly fright- 
ened. How secwre wes Spock, really? 


Kirk had felt the pressures of Goodhope, had experienced moments of indecision, too. They 
would not believe totally in Diogenes' philosophy, would not be moved to blindly follow his 
teaching, yielding their will to his. Yet he did not know how long they could be exposed to 
his influence without being effected by it. How deep would those effects go, what direction 
would they take? 


Kirk cared about the people of Goodhope and knew that in spite of himself, Spock did, too. 
His determination to find a cure for the epidemic was more than a humanitarian concern for an 
afflicted society or a scientific challenge. His unwillingness to involve Starfleet was more 
than a desire to wait for clearer information. His reluctance to confirm a theory about Diogenes 
went deeper than a search for conclusive evidence. 


He’s protecting them, Kirk realized, and the thought made him feel cold. He wants to believe 
din Goodhope. Unhappily, Kirk knew the intensity of Spock's devotion, knew the fierce loyalty of 
which he was capable - to the ship, to his Vulcan heritage, to his Captain. If Spock were now 
moved to divide that loyalty, to include Goodhope - or Diogenes - the resultant confusion could 
destroy him. 


Kirk got out of bed, unable to lie there any longer. He climbed down the ladder and crossed 
to the table, turning on the lamp. Then he poured a drink of water - his mouth suddenly dry. 
Checking the chronometer, he found it was still three hours until dawn. 


Oh, Shit, he thought. Am I blowing this all out of proportion because 4t's a Long sleepless 
night? OA ts 4t my own &ndecision about this place. that's causing ct? One way or another, Spock, 
we've got to held on, but God, I wish you were here right now. 


Kirk paced the smal] windowless room for awhile, impatient for the morning. Briefly, he 


considered going to the lab to see Spock, then rejected the idea, What Spock didn't need now 
was the worry over Kirk's worry over him. 


Finally he laid down on the couch and, physical need overcoming his restless thoughts, he 
drifted into an uneasy sleep. When he woke, the alarm bell was sounding and Kirk realized he 
had almost overslept. He dressed quickly, briefly touching the transmitter to see that it was 
securely in place. As usual, he had a full schedule planned that would leave him little time 
for personal concerns. Perhaps by evening Spock would have more information about the i1]ness 
and they could send a transmission to the ship. Kirk resolved he would have a talk with Spock 
and then decide how serious their situation was becoming, Resigned, he left the cabin to face 
one more day at Goodhope. 
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Spock arrived for the evening message wearing a loose-fitting green coverall and an 
expression of annoyance. Over dinner, he explained to Kirk that he and Bereth had been sent 
to the cabins of the sick men to collect blood samples for analysis. Upon returning, Caldin 
had ordered them to shower and change into the coveralls, and had sent their contaminated 
clothing to be burned. It was a standard procedure when dealing with an unknown infection, 
and Spock berated himself for not having anticipated it, 


"Did they discover the transmitter?" Kirk wanted to know, dismayed that the Vulcan had 
allowed his device to be lost. 


"Negative," Spock responded. "The men handling the detail were too anxious to rid them- 
selves of the garments." 


"Well, we still have the other," Kirk assured, trying not to emphasize his concern. It 
would help neither of them if Spock felt guilty about it, yet Kirk knew it was not like the 
Vulcan to have made such a careless move and not have done something to try to prevent it. 
"When we get back to the cabin, I'll secure mine in a safer hiding place." 


Spock nodded morosely. 
"Hey, c'mon - it's not your fault. How were the sick men?" 
"We can talk of it later," Spock evaded, conscious of the others in the clearing, Then 


he added, "I must return to the lab for a short while after dinner, There are several timed 
tests which I must complete." 


Kirk was disappointed. He had felt they really needed to talk. "Spock, you've been working 


there since last night. Is it necessary that you drive yourself so hard over this?" 


The Vulcan sought a way to explain. "Jim, until we find a cure, more people could die. 
Right now, we do not have a critical situation here in Goodhope. I am trying to prevent one 
and haste is imperitive.” 


Kirk glanced around to be sure that no one was paying any attention, then he lowered his 
voice. "What about the facilities on the ship? Wouldn't they aid your research tremendously?" 


Spock looked almost wistful. "Indeed, they would be most beneficial," he whispered. "But, 
Jim, you and I both know we will jeopardize our mission here if we involve Starfleet now." 


Kirk was not convinced, "Is the success of the mission as important as gaving lives?" 


"I do not believe we must make that choice - yet," Spock answered. Kirk was thoughtful, 
wondering whether Spock's reasoning was coming from a purely logical approach, or if he perhaps 
was being influenced by some of that protective tendency Kirk suspected. Finally, Kirk sighed, 
He had never doubted his friend's judgment before. 


"All right. I'11 see you back at the cabin later." They rose and Spock hurried toward 
the laboratory. 


With time to kill, Kirk decided to take a walk. Soon, he found himself on the road whi.ch 
led out to the new schoolhouse project. The evening was still and quiet as dusk deepened the 
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sky from blue to a glorious purple and gray, The path sloped upward and when Kirk paused to rest 
he realized the spectacular view to be enjoyed from this vantage point. He could see all of 
Goodhope, laid out in neat rows of buildings. One could trace the progress of the colony as the 
original hub expanded and stretched outward. 


Up close, there was really nothing attractive about Goodhope. The buildings were small, 
crudely and cheaply constructed. The ground was rocky and arid. The only vegetation was-that 
grown in the fields by the colonists. Yet from up here in the twilight hour between day and 
night, Goodhope had a certain primitive charm. Kirk watched as lanterns began to glow around 
the area, twinkling from the clearing and the fronts of scattered cabins where he knew circle 
groups were sitting down to begin their positive introspections. 


Away from the center of activity, he tried to detach himself from the myriad of feelings 
Goodhope evoked and tried to gain a new perspective on the place. On the practical side, the 
settlement seemed to have little chance of succeeding, its goals of maintaining a growing, viable 
community doomed to failure. 


Kirk had observed enough to admit that the colony had massive problems, perhaps unsolvable 
problems. It had grown too big too fast, and still more people flocked to Goodhope. The land 
was too harsh to support a self-sustaining colony, despite what Diogenes told his people. 
Supplies were desperately low. Facilities were stretched to accomodate more than they were 
designed for. Being a non-selective colony, the ratio of occupational skills was all wrong. 
Goodhope needed doctors, engineers, scientists ~- and they got miners, laborers and office 
workers. 


Kirk had seen it happen to other colonies. Most didn't survive a decade. ‘Everybody is 
welcome' was not a sound administrative policy, regardless of the nobility of the thought. If, 
as Spock seemed to suspect, there was an epidemic beginning in Goodhope, the colony had no 
resources with which to combat it. They would be forced to accept outside help, no matter how 
much Diogenes might loathe the idea. At least this time, there was a starship nearby... what 
would happen the next time? 


His troubled thoughts seemed to revolve in endless, dissatisfying circles, Kirk stood up 
from his rocky perch and decided he could accomplish nothing more in repose. Quietly, he headed 
back down. 


He had reached the outmost cabins when he suddenly heard voices; angry, fearful sounds, 
foreign to Goodhope. Pausing, he strained to hear what was being said, 


"It will take more than three!" came a heavy, gutteral voice. 
"We can get others.., there are many who... " 


"Anton, you dream," interupted the third, identifying the only voice Kirk recognized. 
"There's no opportunity to form any kind of resistance." 


"And if we're caught... " the first man began, 


"Harry, Dack, this is just the beginning, We must be brave, We must... " Anton broke 
off. "What was that?" Kirk, too, had heard the sound, which drew Anton's attention. And 
while Anton may not have recognized it, Kirk did. It was the rapid clicking of a phaser dial 
Being set. 


Kirk shifted his position to gain a better vantage point. As he stepped carefully to 
the right, he saw the silhouettes of the three men ~ or, he corrected his initial impression, 
two young boys and a man. They were behind the last cabin, against an overhanging rock ledge 
which had been excavated to make room for housing. The intruding sound had come from above them, 
and Kirk peered into the darkness to make out the forms. 


"Anton Law - you others - come out of there!" The voice echoed through the deserted area. 
It was Caldin, Kirk realized, 


The older rebel stepped bravely forward, although Anton tried to restrain him. 


"Caldin? Where are you? What's the matter?” the man asked innocently. 


Kirk watched as Caldin stepped to the edge. “Up here, Harry Amos, What is your business 
down there?" 


"Just sharing a few stories with the boys, Caldin. Nothing to -- " 


"Liar! You plot against Diogenes." Caldin raised a hand and gestured. Four of the men 
with him moved to his side. 


"No! It's not -- " Harry protested, his gutteral voice quaking now. 


"Seize him! Take him to Diogenes," Caldin ordered. Then, "Come out, Anton. We know what 
you're trying to do." 


There was a flurry of activity as the four guards clambered down the slope and took Harry 
and the boy named Dack between them. Neither resisted, although both were clearly frightened. 


"Please... please... '' Dack began to sob. "Please, I'm sorry. It was all Anton's idea! 
He told me... " 


Caldin, with two other men, had joined the group and he put a hand on the trembling boy's 
shoulder. "Dack, be at ease. Diogenes will understand. You know he will do only what is best 
for you." 

"Please... will you tell him? Will you... " 


"Yes, Dack. Go with Xervia. You will feel better to have your transgressions out in the 
open, to cleanse yourself of them." 


Dack and Harry moved off with the four guards. Caldin and the other two faced Anton Law. 

"I'm not going back there with you," Anton cried. “You're not going to beat me again... " 

"Anton, don't be ridiculous. You’re the one causing trouble - now, you take others along 
with you in your folly," Caldin grated. "Diogenes has been more than patient with you, he's 
given you every chance to learn your lesson." 


"Why won't you just leave me alone?" Anton pleaded, backing away against the stone wal] 
behind him. 


"You've disrupted your family, now you seek to disrupt this colony. Anton, this time 
you're going to learn your lesson. This time you've gone too far. You'll never change." 
Caldin's voice was sad. 


"You're going to kill me!" Kirk saw terror in the boy's face. He cowered like a caged 
animal. "You are! I know you are! Oh, please... please don't take me back to Diogenes!" 


"Anton, you're irrational. Listen to yourself. You hear only what you want to hear." 


"T hear the whip hitting my back! I've felt its sting for the last time, Caldin. I won't 
suffer any more! I can't!" 


"No... no one must suffer in Goodhope," Caldin soothed, edging toward him carefully. "Come 
on, Anton. Think of your parents, of what this might do to them... " 


"You rotten animal! Don't you dare hurt them again - don't threaten me with their safety..." 


Anton pushed at Caldin in a sudden, unexpected feint calculated to squeeze past him, Caldin 
lunged for him and knocked him to the ground. The other two guards moved into action, pinning 
Anton firmiy and roughly. 


There was a quality of reality to the boy's terror. He was acting irrationally, but it 
was a madness born of desperation and fear. Kirk's stomach tightened apprehensively. He could 
not stand by and see them take Anton away again. 


This time, Spock was not there to put a restraining hand on his arm. Kirk calculated the 
distance, picked up a rock and hurled it into the middle of the melee, hoping to catch them 
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unaware and give Anton a chance to escape. 


All four reacted to the flying missile with stunned surprise, but Caldin was the first to 
recover. 


"Who's out there?" he shouted into the darkness. Then he turned to the others. “Go take 
a look. I'11 stay with him,” he ordered, indicating Anton Law's supine form. 


The two men took a few tentative steps in the direction from which the rock had been thrown. 
Kirk crouched deeper into the shadow, undecided whether to maintain his dubious cover or make a 
run for it. If they came any closer, they would surely spot him. The two men approached, their 
eyes searching carefully. Finally, counting on the darkness and the element of surprise, Kirk 
made his move, taking off in a crouching run. It was a tactical error. 

"There he is!" he heard a voice behind him shout. "Come back here!" 


Almost instantly they were upon him, pulling him roughly around. Furious, Kirk straightened 
and shrugged their hands off. 


"What's going on here?” he demanded. 


Caldin came toward them, dragging the resisting Anton with him. In his hand, Kirk saw the 
glint of the phaser whose sound he had detected earlier. 


"Jim Kirk?" Caldin's voice was puzzled, suspicious. "Why are you here?" 
"Let Anton go, Caldin." Kirk's tone was hard. "What is he so afraid of?" 
"Jim, you're interfering in something you know nothing about -- " Caldin began, 


"I know that weapons are supposed to be forbidden in Goodhope," Kirk countered. '‘Is 
Diogenes aware that you have that?" He eyed the phaser pointedly, 


Caldin frowned. "I don't know what you're doing out here, but I think perhaps you'd better 
explain to Diogenes." 


"Yes, I have a few questions I'd -- " Kirk began. One of the guards jabbed him in the ribs. 
"Silence! The wicked must be purged... you have brought trouble upon yourself." 


The other man pushed at Kirk to propel him forward. In self-defense, Kirk turned on them, 
reacting instinctively. 


He had delivered only two quick, well-placed blows when he heard the highspitched whine of 
Phaser activation. A jolt like a current of electricity engulfed his body and he collapsed, 
swathed in blackness. 


Chapter Nine 


ern returned gradually and with it the heavy, leaden feeling which always. 
accompanied a phaser stun. Kirk knew from experience that it would be a good twenty-four 
hours before his body returned to normal, before his nerves stopped twitching and his 
co-ordination was up to standard level, 


Slowly, he sat up and tried to figure out where he was. The total darkness confused him, 
He could make out the walls, but nothing more. 


The punishment shed... ? He shivered as a tremor coursed through him, an aftershock of the 
stun. 


A scraping sound drew his attention and a slice of moonlight accompanied the opening of the 
door. Caldin entered, followed by one of the men who had been with him earlier, and last, Diogenes 
himself. 


Kirk unsteadily gained his feet and confronted the leader with a cold glare. "What's going 
on?" he demanded. "This has gone far enough!" 


Diogenes approached him as Caldin and the other lit lanterns in the shed. Kirk blinked in 
the sudden brightness and took his attention from the leader long enough to determine that this 
must, indeed, be the punishment shed. The cursory glance showed the interior to be empty except 
for a few storage crates and a closet. 


"Jim... " Diogenes' voice was ominous. "You have been accused of transgressing against 
Goodhope. This is a serious charge." 


Kirk glared at him, his anger growing. "If there are any transgressions, ask him - '' he 
flung a hand toward Caldin. "He had a phaser - he used it. Is this the peace of Goodhope? 
Armed guards who intimidate and frighten young men like Anton Law?" 


Diogenes' eyes blazed. "You had no right to interfere. Your obsession with the Law family 
has been evident since your arrival. I asked you to trust me to do what was best for Anton, for 
Goodhope, but you could not do that.” 


"T could not stay back and do nothing while I watched a young boy being victimized, brutally 
handled. The odds were just a little out of balance. Interfere? You're damn right, because 
nowhere in the galaxy could this be considered justice." 


"In Goodhope, I am the justice. I am the authority. I decide who will be punished and how." 
There was no gentleness in Diogenes' voice now, no sign of the compassionate teacher. 


"Then they were acting under your orders. You knew about the phaser and you authorized 
them to use it to capture Anton." 


Caldin moved to the }eader's side. "This one has been nothing but trouble, Diogenes. He 
needs to be taught a lasting lesson that will take some of the spirit out of him." 


Kirk's eyes darted to the three men in the shed and he gauged his chances. His head was 
reeling from the phaser stun and his limbs felt like lead. Diogenes put a hand on Caldin's arm. 


"He will be taught, Caldin." The leader watched Kirk. "You dare to question my authority, 
to make accusations, to interfere with my teachings. Goodhope exists because of me. You must 
learn obedience, exorcise that fearsome ego and pride in yourself, and comply with life here. 

It is for your own good.” 


"That's how you see it," Kirk shot back. He was disgusted by the man's attitude, and while 
he was not really surprised by it, he felt a surge of disappointment. The compassionate manner, 
the noble words, the promises and platitudes he preached covered the core of a cruel and vicious 
dictator. Kirk found a fury behind the leader's eyes that no high-sounding excuses could conceal 
and the confrontation was more disquieting than the situation in which he was now trapped. He 
let the bitterness creep into his voice. 


"You teach us to care for each other. You talk of love and brotherhood and peace, yet my 
actions tonight are condemned. Why? Because what you say is only true as long as it doesn't 
cross purposes with what you want?" 


"IT do not like to punish anyone." Diogenes' voice was resigned. "But the whole is greater 
than its individual parts. Order must be maintained at all costs.” 


"Yes, I've heard about your punishment. Is that what Anton was so afraid Of? Tell me, what 
have you done with him? Where is Anton?" 


"Thanks to you, he managed to escape. He will not go far. When his belly is empty, he'1] 
be grateful to return." 
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"And then he'll be punished?" Kirk pressed. Something in Diogenes' manner seemed wrong. 
Suddenly, Kirk recalled Anton's charge that he would be killed. "Or, have you already taken 
care of that?" 


Diogenes grew furious. "That's enough! Do not compound your error!" 


"Why are you so afraid of one disobedient boy? Is your authority so fragile that it's 
threatened by dissension?" 


"Silence. Caldin - Mordi - secure him to the post. We will not discuss Anton Law." 


Kirk struggled with the two men, but they pulled him across the floor and fastened his hands 
around one of the wooden pillars. He twisted to see Diogenes, who moved close to him, his face 
filling Kirk's blurred vision. 


"It is your own actions which must be examined. You are the one challenging the authority 
of Goodhope, and it is your faults which bring me to this terrible duty." Diogenes shuddered 
and expelled a long breath. "This is your first offense. Learn your lesson tonight, Jim, and 
it will never be repeated. The choice is yours." 


"You take away that choice - " Kirk charged, seeing Mordi remove a whip from the closet. 
"Using violence and physical brutality is no way to retain command - " 


"Give him twenty lashes, Mordi." Diogenes turned away, but not before Kirk glimpsed the 
startling sight of tears in his eyes. 


Helpless, Kirk set his jaw, determined, aware that there would be no mercy from this man 
who was suddenly a stranger. He tensed as Mordi moved into position and the whip descended. 
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Spock paced the confines of his cabin, debating whether he should attempt another venture 
to Diogenes' office. For the hundredth time he damned the illogic of a structure without windows. 
All the formidable Vulcan strength was primed for action, yet there was no release from his 
frustration, not even the ability to peer outside. 


It had been nearly curfew before he had finished his work at the lab and returned home. 
Discovering that Kirk wasn't there, he had doubled back to the clearing. A prolonged search 
failed to disclose Kirk's whereabouts. The colony grew quiet, but Spock had paid no attention 
to the curfew. Finally, he was approached by one of the monitors and advised to go home. When 
Spock explained the situation, the man, Lerin, had seemed concerned and promised that he would 
see what he could find out. Reluctantly, Spock had returned to the empty cabin. A short while 
later, Lerin had knocked on the door and told Spock that Jim Kirk was in private conference with 
Diogenes. When Spock had pressed for details, Lerin would say no more. 


He had waited what seemed a reasonable length of time, then he had walked over to Diogenes‘ 
office. The building was locked and apparently deserted. Spock prowled around the colony, 
until another monitor challenged his reason for being out, then he had returned to the cabin, 
his mind troubled with questions. 


For what purpose would Kirk be with Diogenes half the night? Spock didn't know if his 
Captain were in trouble or whether Kirk had gone to Diogenes for some reason of his own. Perhaps 
he had learned something and was confronting the leader, perhaps they were working. It dtd not 
appear that they were at the office. Where, then? Spock considered all possibilities, his 
apprehension growing with each passing minute. He tried to reason logically and knew it was 
impossible where Kirk was concerned. He understood that it was not necessary for him to be 
apprised of his Captain's every movement, yet he also knew the other man's habits, and it was 
not like Kirk to stay away so long without leaving him some kind of message. 


Spock continued to pace when suddenly, he heard sounds outside the cabin - footsteps, a 
voice. Crossing the room in quick strides, he threw open the door just as the latch was being 
pulled back. Kirk tumbled against him, thrown off-balance by the action. 


As Spock caught him, breaking his fall, he saw Caldin move away from the cabin. Stunned, he 
looked down at the trembling figure in his arms and stared in confusion. 
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"Jim... what happened?" 
Kirk tried to steady himself, to explain. "... beaten... my back... * he managed. 


Spock turned him around, still supporting his weight, and lifted his bloodied shirt. Kirk's 
back was covered with lashmarks. Spock grimaced at the sight. 


Dizziness and nausea threatened to overcome Kirk. He clung desperately to the Vulcan's anns. 
Giving up, he allowed the tremors to consume him as Spock lifted him up and carried him across 
the room. 

"... and... phaser stunned... " he finally managed to finish, as Spock gently deposited him, 
stomach-down, on the couch. 


"Lie still... easy," Spock cautioned, sitting beside him and carefully removing the soiled 
shirt. He was desperate for answers, but knew Kirk's physical needs came first. Appalled by the 
beating his friend had received, Spock could not think past the moment. '"I'11 get something to 
clean your back... " 


Kirk's fingers dug into his thigh as he moved to stand. "Spock..." Kirk tried to relax, to 
flow with the tremors, but the pain was too great. "... wait... a minute... please... ” 


The Vulcan swallowed, trying to still his own trembling, to control the agitation he felt for 
the other's suffering. He reached down and took Kirk's hand in his, projecting reassurance as much 
for his own sake as for his friend's. 


"No... I'm here." He felt the pressure of his hand returned, watched as Kirk bit his lip 
and squeezed his eyes shut in an effort to suppress a groan. 


In a few moments, Kirk began to breathe fast, taking in gulps of air as the seizure began 
to abate. He opened his eyes and managed a small grateful smile at Spock. He could not maintain 
it. The smile faded and he closed his eyes again. A shudder washed over him as the recollection 
of the evening's experience flooded through his mind. It was over for now, but his thinking was 
still muddled, his thoughts still chaotic. He was back with Spock, but the disillusionment and 
pain of the punishment shed was still with him. Spock would have to know, too, and Kirk sensed 
what that knowledge might do to the Vulcan. 


As Spock felt Kirk begin to relax slightly, his questions returned, demanding answers. "Jim, 
what happened? Who did this?" he asked again. 


It seemed like such a long, formidable story to Kirk. Quietly, he said only, 'Diogenes." 


The answer was the one which Spock had suspected yet refused to consider. He was silent 
for a moment, then he asked, "Why?" 


Kirk winced at the dismal tone of Spock's voice. "The standard... punishment for... dis- 
obedience... " 


Dismay was replaced by anger, fury at the injustice, rage at the betrayal of an ideal. 
Spock could only take refuge against the unsettling emotions by action. He went to get a cloth 
and a basin of water. 


When he returned, Kirk was lying on his side, one arm thrown across his eyes. Spock sat 
down and faced him. Kirk stirred and moved his arm, and Spock saw the raw pain in his eyes, 
understanding that it was only partly physical. 


"Here - let me tend your injuries," Spock soothed, pulling Kirk toward him and back onto 
his stomach. 


"Spock... do you... understand?” Kirk implored. "The reports were right - Diogenes is 
insane and evil.” 


The Vulcan dabbed at the smears of partially-dried blood, unconsciously holding his breath. 
"Yes... ' he managed, his tone weary. 


Kirk silently damned Spock's unresponsiveness. He felt as if Spock had put a wall up between 
them or was somehow retreating away from him. 


"Do you feel well enough to tell me all that happened?" Spock asked. 

Kirk began to outline the events of the night, in halting tones noting everything he had 
seen and heard. Spock finished his ministrations and helped him to sit up, and still Kirk talked 
on, his head beginning to clear at last. When he was finally through, Spock was silent. Kirk 
studied him, trying to decipher the expression. Slowly, Spock shook his head. 

"I’m... sorry, Jim. If I hadn't been so involved at the lab... I should have been with you." 


"Why? So we could both have been in trouble? Hardly, Mr. Spock." He shivered involuntarily 
and wrapped his arms around himself. 


Spock frowned. "This changes everything. Jim... I suggest that we abort the mission at once." 
Kirk considered. "Perhaps. We've learned what we came here to find out.” 


"Indeed, we have," Spock replied tautly. "There is a danger here which I do not believe we 
can handle alone. Jim, call the ship," he urged. 


Kirk could almost hear the unspoken plea. Spock, he realized, was more deeply affected than 
he was. Spock, personally, needed to get away from here, to put Goodhope and Diogenes behind him. 


"All right." His torn tunic was lying across the arm of the sofa where Spock had put it. 
He tried to reach for it, but Spock anticipated his movement and handed it to him. Kirk fumbled 
in the seam for the transmitter, but he could not locate it. 


"Here - let me do it," Spock offered, taking the shirt from Kirk's unsteady hands. Kirk 
watched as Spock carefully examined every seam. 


"Tt's gone... " 
"Tt can't be!" Kirk exclaimed. 
"Was your shirt removed? Did they take it from you?" 


"Yes, right before they beat me, but... Spock, if they'd found a transmitting device in 
my clothing, I would have been questioned... suspected... " Kirk trailed off, confused. 


"Could it have fallen out?" 

"No," Kirk responded more sharply than he intended. "It was fastened securely." 

"Then how do you account for its disappearance?" 

"T don't... know. Oh, damn... " Kirk moaned, as the spasmodic trembling began again. 
"You must go to bed now," Spock told him. "You've had no sleep." 


Kirk glanced meaningfully at the fully-clothed Vulcan. "What about you? How much rest 
have you had, Mr. Spock?" 


"That is inconsequential. JI do not have the same sleep requirements as you." He stood. 
"Come." 


Kirk's shivering increased. He tried to stand and found himself off-balance. He was 
tired, he admitted. Tired and sore and probably still not thinking too clearly. 


Spock perceived his friend's disorientation and weakness, and silently grieved over it. 
Gently, he guided Kirk toward the loft, his supportive arms taking the bulk of Kirk's weight. 
"Rest, Jim," he soothed, as he settled Kirk under his blankets. 


Although it was nearly time for the gathering in the Rotunda, Spock made no move to leave, 
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He lowered himself down beside Kirk, intent upon keeping vigil over the injured man. Weakly, 
Kirk reached up and touched his arm. 


"Spock, what are you doing? It's time for you to be at the meeting." 

"T will stay with you this morning.” 

Kirk shook his head. "No... I want you to go there. Diogenes will notice your absence... 
We... we have to continue to appear... to appear true seekers. There's no point in causing him 
to wonder... about us. I want us to continue as we are until we can determine a way to reach 
the ship." 

"IT do not wish to leave you like this." 

Kirk's eyes softened. "Spock, please... " 


Spock struggled, torn. Then he nodded. "After the morning message, I'll return with your 
breakfast." 


Satisfied, Kirk felt his eyelids growing heavy. "See if you can... find out anything about 
. Anton. Ask his parents, maybe... " 


"Yes, Jim," Spock placated, frustrated by his Captain's preoccupation. "You are certain 
you will be all right?" 


"What else can go wrong?" Kirk grimaced. "No - don't answer that." 


Spock touched his shoulder briefly in reassurance, then climbed down the ladder. Dismal, 
he left the cabin. 


Chapter Ten 


Kin. slept lightly despite his fatigue. When the door to the cabin opened and closed, he 
was immediately awake. He sat up and peered down at the fioor below. 


"Spock?" 


"Here, Jim." The Vulcan's voice was flat and weary. He moved into Kirk's line of vision 
and began to ascend the ladder. With joy, Kirk saw the plate of food he was carrying. 


"Mnn... breakfast," he said enthusiastically. "Thank you, Mr. Spock.” 

"T'm sorry I was gone so long. Diogenes spoke for a particularly long time this morning." 
Spock handed the plate to Kirk and helped him into a comfortable position. He seemed preoccupied, 
almost disturbed about something. Kirk eyed him carefully. 

"Shouldn't you be in the lab?" 

"Yes." Spock sat across from him. "Eat your breakfast and then we must talk." 

"About what?" Kirk did not touch the food. 

"Perhaps you'd better eat first," Spock advised. 


Kirk considered. It must be important; the way Spock was acting, it had to be. He rested 
the plate on the floor beside him. Quietly, he asked, "What did you find out?" 


Spock hesitated, then answered directly. "Jim, Anton Law is dead." 


Kirk reacted with surprise then agony as the words became irrefutable. "Oh, God... no. 
How?" 


"Diogenes spoke of it this morning. They found his ... body out near the schoolhouse pro- 
ject. It was an accident. Apparently he fell through some unfinished flooring into the founda- 
tion and fractured his skull. Nieron had gone out to set up for today's work crew... " 


"Tt was no... accident," Kirk blurted. "He was killed." 


"We have no proof of that," Spock cautioned. "You told me that Anton was highly agitated 
last night, acting irrationally. He may not have known what he was doing when he got away from 
Caldin... " 


Kirk buried his head on his arms, his knees clutched up to his chest. "I can't believe 
that, Spock... and you're right. We'll never prove otherwise. Damn... " 


"If Diogenes purposely had him killed... " Spock hesitated. 
Kirk looked up. "Yes, Spock?" 
"Then what we are dealing with is... ” 


"Murder," Kirk finished bitterly. "After last night, I believe Diogenes is capable of it. 
I don't know how Anton died, but he had something to do with it, either directly or indirectly. 
The boy was afraid for his life." He glanced at the plate of food and found he was no longer 
hungry. A burning anger raced through him and he felt the sting of unshed tears. 


"Something else," Spock continued. "I spoke with Bereth in the clearing. One of the 
sick workers from the irrigation project, Sanchos, is worse. He is not expected to survive 
the day." 


Kirk remembered Leiis' affection for the young Danillo Sanchos. She would suffer at his 
death. He thought of Jory and Beca Law, and knew they would be distraught over losing their 
only son. They seemed to be surrounded by grief and loss. With a determined effort, Kirk began 
to rise. 


"I'd better go over to the office. Perhaps I can... " 


Alarmed, Spock put a restraining hand on his arm. "Jim, you're in no condition to go any- 
where. Please, you need to rest. It will do no one any good if you collapse." 


The motion made Kirk sharply aware of the quivering in his legs, the soreness in his back. 
Realizing the truth of Spock's warning, he sank back against the pillow. 


"Damn," he swore at his own physical weakness. "Damn Diogenes." He drew a breath, deciding. 
"All right, Spock. I'l] stay put for now. But we have to help these people. You go on over 
to the lab. Find out what's happening with the disease, what progress is being made on a cure, 
and if there are any more colonists infected. Then report back to me. If this thing spreads, 
Diogenes will have to call Starfleet for help." 


Spock looked skeptical. "You will remain here until I return?" 
"Yes, Spock." Kirk's voice was resigned. "Now go on, get out. I'11 be all right.” 


Reluctantly, Spock forced himself to leave the cabin and go to the lab, consciously suppressing 
the anger he felt, the desire for retribution against the man who had done this to Kirk. It would 
help neither of them to destroy their cover and reveal themselves at this time, and they were still 
bound to try to complete their mission. Also, he had to admit that they were ina very untenable 
position now that the transmitters were gone. Although they still had the transponders, those 
elusive devices did not offer the same sense of security as actually talking to the ship. 


His thoughts tumbled about, trying to make order out of confusion. He had seen with his own 
eyes the results of Diogenes’ treatment, yet earlier, in the Rotunda, he had watched and listened 
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to the leader and had been filled with ambivalence. This was a man who taught a philosophy of 
brotherhood, whose gentle, commanding nature had captured Spock's respect. This was also the 
man who now had Kirk's bloodstains on his hands. They had discovered another side to his per- 
sonality, one that was repulsive and frightening - Diogenes, the dictator. 





History was full of such men. Yet, where did one draw the line between reformer and egomaniac? 
In his day, many had called Surak a dictator, an iconoclast, Spock reflected. Surak, however, had 
never used physical abuse. It was that method of control which pushed Diogenes from one category 
to the other. 


At the lab, Spock found a note from Bereth instructing him to go to the infirmary. There, 
Spock found a scene of bedlam, with colonists filling the smal] building. He located Bereth in 
one of the examination cubicles, where he was drawing a blood sample from a female patient. 
Impatiently, the young man took Spock aside. 


"Where have you been?" he whispered. fiercely. "Look at this mess! At least twenty of them 
are complaining of the D'Tin symptoms." 


Spock mentally calculated that at least half, with a probable two-thirds of them would be 
authentic victims of the unknown and so far fatal malady. His mind nearly refused to accept 
the data. For that many to succumb meant only one thing... epidemic. 


"I shall begin immediately," Spock responded automatically, ignoring Bereth's question. 


"Elci Towers will give you a list of names," Bereth told him. "Diogenes was looking for 
you, too." 


"Well," Spock bristled, "the jeader must wait. This is of primary importance." 
Bereth eyed him strangely, but said nothing. 


They collected the lab samples in several hours and returned to their bio-~comp. Shortly 
after they had begun the analysis, Diogenes strode into the laboratory. 


"Spock - I'd like a word with you please." 


The Vulcan looked up from the hood of his viewer, tensing at the sound of the familiar 
voice. He sought to keep his expression neutral as he met the eyes of the leader. The two men 
regarded each other for a moment and Spock was aware of a hesitancy in the other. Diogenes 
covered the flaw with an authoritative tone. 


"Did you not receive my message that I wanted to see you?" 
Spock's gaze remained stern. “I received it. However, my presence here was more essential." 


As he took a seat on the stool opposite Spock, Diogenes nodded. "Yes, Bereth has told me 
how invaluable you have been in the medical studies. He asserts that you have more knowledge 
than anyone here." 


Spock ignored the unsolicited praise and made himself concentrate on the problem of the 
epidemic. "Yes," he admitted truthfully. “However, my proficiency is not enough. We are 
dealing with an unknown infectious agent. Given enough time - which we may not have - we may 
come up with a causitive. Once the cause is isolated, further study may produce the proper 
antitoxin." 


"You don't sound very hopeful. Do I sense that you are deliberately pessimistic?" 


Spock's dark eyes blazed angrily for a moment. ''Diogenes, we have no proper equipment, and 
little manpower. I deal in facts, not miracles.” 


The leader leaned across the table and lowered his voice intently. "Facts are often mis- 
leading... unless one is in possession of all of them." 


"T am a scientist. It is always my practice to obtain as much data as possible before 
venturing a conclusion." 
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Diogenes seemed to consider. "Of course, I would have expected no less of you.” 


"Just what is it, may I ask," Spock's voice was almost conversational, "that you do expect 
of me?" 


"Your loyalty, your dedication to Goodhope and your task. Your honesty." 


"And may I expect those things in return from our leader?" He spoke the title with contempt. 
Diogenes stiffened, his expression harsh. 


"Do you question my loyalty, my dedication... " 


"Your honesty?" Spock interupted. Once again, Spock detected a controlled rage that was 
masked by a gentle voice. 


"I know of no occasion in which I have been dishonest with you.” 


Spock was weary of fencing with the man who had so brutally ordered Kirk's punishment, weary 
of the innocent facade which cloaked a potential tyrant. 


"Why did you have Jim beaten?" 


"So that's it. I thought it was. You are upset because your friend had to be taught a 
lesson." 


"Taught a lesson?" Spock demanded. “What lesson can be taught by physical abuse to one 
who is unable to defend himself?" 


Diogenes ignored the question, his voice sympathetic. "Spock, I can understand your 
reaction, and I grieve with you. That's why I wanted to see you, to explain, to reassure you 
of my feelings. Even now, while we face a possible crisis for Goodhope, while the need for haste 
in finding a cure to this sickness is so important, I realize the necessity of your peace of mind. 
That you have misunderstood my motives is of primary concern to me." 


The Vulcan refused to be placated, "What is there to misunderstand? You had him whipped 
unmercifully, while he was stunned and bound. He is in the cabin now, unable to function normally 
as a result of your actions. What explanation can you offer that will change that?" 


"Nothing can change it. I am truly sorry about that." Diogenes rubbed a hand over his 
eyes. "Yes, I had him beaten, Spock, and I know he suffers for it. It is a fact. But remember 
I told you that facts were misleading unless you know all of them." Diogenes paused. When Spock 
didn't reply, he went on. "Spock, I have said that I understand your feelings about it. As a 
scientist, give me the same chance to explain mine. Before you draw a conclusion, let me present 
the facts as I know them. 


"For four years, I have fought for the survival of Goodhope - fought with every strength, 
every breath I own. I have fought, struggled, sacrificed, because I believe every individual who 
comes here deserves the dignity of self-respect. Respect, Spock, not pride or willfullness which 
are destructive in other societies. And self-respect must begin with respect for others. It is 
a lesson which is often difficult to learn. 


"Your friend is a proud and willful man. His pride, his refusal to yield his will, is 
destructive to himself and, more importantly, could be a threat to Goodhope. I cannot allow 
that threat to exist, any more than I can allow the threat of this epidemic to go unchecked." 


Spock was unconvinced, still seething at the leader's attempt to gloss over the incident. 
"You speak of one man as a threat. There is no comparison between that and the epidemic we face." 


“Each man, woman and child is important to Goodhope. You are important, for without your 
knowledge and skill, our chances against the sickness would be lessened. Jim is important, His 
interference with Caldin and Anton Law allowed the boy to escape, gave him a chance to flee the 
safety of the colony. Now Anton is dead, his parents are desolate..." 


Spock's eyes blazed. "You dare to lay the blame for Anton's death on Jim!" 
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"No," Diogenes denied, drawing back from the Vulcan's fury. "No, Jim could not have 
predicted the tragic outcome, but Spock, can't you see how his disregard for my instructions 
has contributed to this terrible result? If Caldin had been allowed to return Anton to me, the 
lad would be alive and with his family today." 


Diogenes' reasoning was not without merit, and Spock had to pause to accept the possibility. 
Almost at once, he remembered Kirk's bitter words, his belief that somehow Diogenes had been re- 
sponsible for Anton Law's death. 


"IT do not see the logic in your conclusion," Spock said with slightly less conviction than 
before. "Anton Law was afraid he would be beaten again, as indeed my cap... my friend was." 


Sadly, Diogenes shook his head. "A beating is a terrible experience. I realize that. I 
feel each whiplash as though it were cutting into my own flesh. But it is not fatal. It leaves 
the victim hurting, perhaps angry, fearful, but aZive. Alive, Spock! Yes, I would beat Anton 
to save his life, to prevent his destruction, just as I would inflict this kind of humiliation 
on Jim to rid him of his self-destructive tendencies. I fight for the lives - for the souls - of 
all my followers, whether it be with a whip or an unrelenting search for a medical cure. If I 
must issue punishment, though it tears me apart personally, I will do it with every ounce of 
courage I can find, to achieve survival for each of you. Dare you judge me, unless you are willing 
to sacrifice as much for a thousand individuals!" Diogenes glared at Spock, challenging the Vulcan 
to disbelieve him. There was a desperate kind of sincerity in his words that confounded Spock. 

He was convinced that the leader was not quite sane, yet he had no means at his disposal to 
determine the direction of his aberration. That Diogenes was dangerous, he was certain, yet the 
man's dedication to his goal was unquestionable. Spock now knew the violence of which the man 
was capable, yet he knew of no way to prevent it at this time. 


He found the revelation more disturbing than his Vulcan heritage would have allowed him to 
admit. There was no satisfaction in the knowledge that Diogenes was not all that his followers 
believed. Quickly, he decided that Kirk had been right. They must continue to co-operate, to 
seem to accept Diogenes' teachings, until they could reach the Enterprise. Reluctantly, Spock 
lowered his eyes. 


"I will process these samples. Perhaps we will find a miracle after all." 
As he stood, Diogenes smiled. "Perhaps you will. Goodhope is made of miracles." 


Before Spock could answer, Caldin burst through the door. "Diogenes - quickly! It's 
Sanchos... Dr. Towers says he's dying, and he's asking for you." 


The leader's face seemed to crumble. He glanced at Spock, "Find that miracle, Spock. 
Find it soon." Hastily, he left the lab. 


Shaken by the encounter, Spock sat back down and fingered a slide absently. Bereth, who 
had unobtrusively found himself a corner when Diogenes had begun talking to Spock, now crossed 
the room and glanced uneasily at the Vulcan. 
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"Spock...? I have no desire to meddle, but... 
"Then keep your counsel, Bereth. We have work to do," Spock said tightly. 


Bereth looked chagrined. "Please, listen. Whatever Diogenes has done, know that it was 
done out of love. He works so hard for all of us, and he cares so much... " 


Spock was freshly aghast at the total loyalty of the man. He honestly believed, had been 
taught to believe, that Diogenes was right, regardless of what he said or did. Devotion to that 
degree could be extremely dangerous to any individual. Spock knew Bereth was only one of many 
in Goodhope who felt that way. The colonists idolized Diogenes, worshipped him in an unhealthy 
way. 


1 had abnost begun to be convinced of his goodness myselg, Spock realized, Perhaps not to 
the extent of the others, but it was there. 14 enough time had passed, 44 events had been diggerent 
. now, ale that has changed. 


Spock clasped his hands together to keep them from trembling, his distress obvious. He rose 
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from the table and headed for the door, needing to escape the confines of the lab. He would seek 
a spot to be alone until he could clamp his Vulcan discipline over his mind and body, until he 
could put his chaotic thoughts in order. He felt Bereth watching him. 


"Spock?" the young scientist called as he passed. "Spock, are you all right?" 


Without speaking, Spock stepped outside and turned away from the lab, away from the hub of 
the colony. He walked toward the barren, rocky cliffs on the outskirts of Goodhope, cliffs not 
so different from the deserts of Vulcan. 
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By the time Spock returned to the cabin that afternoon, he had managed to obtain control 
over his reactions, although the sight of his Captain's injuries again threatened to override 
his precarious balance. Kirk had been gtad to see him and anxious for news of the research's 
progress. Spock had waited until he had examined the injuries and applied salve to the lacer- 
ations before he spoke of his encounter with Diogenes and the situation at the hospital. It 
was obvious to both men that Goodhope needed outside help, but the loss of their transmitters 
posed a real problem of how to request assistance. 


Goodhope had a communications station, they knew, located on the second story of Diogenes’ 
office, in the leader's private quarters. Kirk had often wondered why it had been placed there. 
Now he realized that it was most likely not used by anyone except Diogenes himself or his closest 
aides. They had no choice but to go to him, to explain the situation and demand that he contact 
Starfleet. 


Spock had seemed so tired, though, his nerves on edge, that Kirk refused to allow him to 
become any more involved until he had rested. Kirk also admitted that he was still in no shape 
to confront Diogenes himself, so they opted to wait until morning before taking any action. 


They did not attend the evening message, but later Spock went to collect their dinner. After 
they had eaten, both men retired, gratefully seeking in sleep a respite from the consuming pressures 


of Goodhope. 


Chapter Eleven 


I. the morning, Spock insisted upon returning to the lab. Until they knew for certain 
that help was coming, he reasoned, he must do what he could to diagnose the disease and find 
a cure. Kirk agreed. His back was feeling better and he decided to accompany his Science 
Officer, to observe conditions for himself. Besides, he wanted to keep an eye on Spock. 


When they arrived, Bereth was there, looking rather bleary-eyed and haggard, as though he 
had been working all night. Spock felt a pang of guilt at having left the young man to carry 
on alone all those hours. 


Bereth looked up and smiled wearily as the two men entered. "Good morning, Jim. Spock, 
I'm so glad you're back. I've divided each of the blood samples into four aliquots and am 
running cross-matches for the L-14 factor as we discussed yesterday. I've got some unusual 
numbers here, though, and I wanted your opinion." 


Spock immediately crossed to the table and began perusing the data tapes. The two 
scientists became engrossed for a few minutes and Kirk looked around the room. It hardly 
qualified as a laboratory at all, compared to the ultimately equipped facilities aboard the 
Enterprise, where every piece of machinery was the most advanced that science could provide. 
Like everything else in Goodhope, this building was meagerly stocked and inadequately equipped. 
It didn't seem that anyone could accomplish anything in a place so lacking in materials. 
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Kirk's attention was drawn back to Spock and Bereth when he heard the young voice sadden.. 


"Sanchos died yesterday and little Cindy Taylore last night. Dr. Towers put four more patients 
on the critical list. I don't know if there have been any more than that. I haven't been out of 
the lab all night." He closed his eyes a second. 


"A child died?" Kirk asked. Bereth opened his eyes and nodded. 


"Jon Taylore's little gir] - two years old. Jon works on the irrigation project, too." He 
turned wearily to Spock. "That has to be the key, Spock. It has to have something to do with that 
area. Almost everyone who's sick has been connected to it in some way." 


Spock considered, then spoke to Kirk. "Jim, I'm going over to the hospital. I want to have 
more blood samples drawn." He turned to Bereth. "Then I think I should go down to the site, col- 
lect some more soil and water to process... " he paused and frowned. "We need air samples, too, 
but... we don't have the equipment.” Spock looked around the room, frustrated for a moment, then 
Sect ere was nothing he could do about it. He seemed to shrug. "Jim, do you wish to come 
with me?" 


"As a matter of fact," Kirk began, studying his friend, "I do wish I could come with you. 
However, I think there is something more important I can do. I'm going to see Diogenes right now. 
Three deaths from an unknown cause, no cure, a fatal accident. We have more than enough reason 
now. It's time we contacted the Enterprise." 

Bereth looked confused. "The Enterprise?” 

"A starship,” Spock explained. "It is in this sector." 

"How do you know that?" Bereth asked, astounded. 

Spock did not answer. "I will go to see Diogenes with you," he told Kirk quickly. 

"No," Kirk objected. "You have work to do. I'11 go over to his office and you collect the 
samples you need. When the ship gets here, the more information you can give them, the quicker 
they can process it." 


"Bereth can get the samples. I do not think it wise that you confront Diogenes alone. 
Please, let me...” 


Kirk caught the fear in his friend's voice and tried to reassure him. “Look, Spock, I'11 
admit I'm not eager to face him again, but I don't think he'll try anything and I promise I won't 
do anything to antagonize him.” 


Spock was not cheered. "Diogenes is unpredictable. We are not dealing with a rational 
being. You could be in grave danger." 


"It's part of the business, my friend." Kirk managed a tight smile. "Don't worry, and if 
I'm not back in an hour, come looking for me." 


Spock knew the futility of arguing once Kirk had made up his mind. He sighed. "In one 
hour, I shall be at Diogenes' office." 


Kirk nodded, "I'11 count on it.” 
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Caldin and Leiis looked up from the work table as Kirk strode through the door, but before 
they had a chance to react, he crossed to the desk and stood before the man seated behind it. 
Diogenes met his eyes, startled for a moment, then smiled warmly. 


"Jim! I'm pleased to see that you are back with us. We need your capable assistance today." 
Kirk stood firm, his eyes not leaving the leader's face. "J didn't come to assist you. 
Three of your people have died, four more are on the critical list. The hospital is filling with 


sick colonists. It's more than Dr. Towers can handle, and Spock and Bereth don't have the facilities 
to find a cure. You have to call for outside help." 
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Caldin had moved around to stand behind Diogenes. The leader's eyes darkened and he. frewned 


"You were not at the morning message, Jim," he admonished. "That is a serious breach of 
discipline. All followers, physically able, are expected to attend each message unless excused. 
Since you are not impaired, you had no excuse." 


"I’m not concerned about your 'messages'," Kirk retorted. "I'm talking about sick and dying 
colonists, an unknown disease with no available cure and no means to obtain one. I'm talking 
about an epidemic, Diogenes, one that could wipe out Goodhope!" 


The leader leaned forward, his fingers curling tightly around the stylus on his desk. 
"Goodhope takes care of its own," he said simply. 


"Goodhope is not equipped to take care of this! You have a transmitter upstairs. Put out 
an emergency call to the nearest ship in this sector." 


Diogenes looked surprised. "Still giving orders? Still looking for solutions... out there." 
He waved a hand. "When will you learn? You came to this place to get away from that life, if 
you recall. The stars do not hold your answers, Jim. We'll find our own answers. We have no 
need of outside interference. Now... I suggest you let me handle the problems and you follow my 
orders. Leiis has been doing twice her work, trying to keep up since you felt too... i11 to 
perform your job yesterday. Please... we are all very pressed... I don't want to find it 
necessary to... to try to make you understand again. You must learn to trust me." 


The man's words, his tone were reasoning, yet his eyes held a quiet command that invited 
no disagreement. Kirk understood. He leaned over the desk, placing his hands on its smooth 
surface. 


"T promised Spock I would convince you to call for assistance." His voice matched Diogenes' 
quiet level. "I also told him I would be back in an hour. If he does not hear from me, he'l] 
be very upset, and he'll come looking for me. You really wouldn't want that, and... you really 
couldn't afford to have anything keep him from his research. His scientific knowledge is too 
valuable in this search for a cure.” 


Diogenes glared at Kirk. Caldin touched his leader's shoulder as though restraining him. 


"Jim, that's enough. Diogenes knows the best way to handle this. He'll decide... " Caldin 
trailed off. Kirk wasn't listening; his eyes were on Diogenes, a subtle challenge hanging in 
the air. 


Diogenes regarded him for a few minutes, then he leaned back in his chair and shook his 
head sadly. "You still have not learned to trust me, have you, Jim? Did you believe that 
something would happen to you if you came here? Did you believe I would be upset by your concern 
for our people?" His tone was reassuring, "Jim, I'm touched that you feel so strongly about 
Goodhope. I'm... I'm hurt that you do not hold the same regard for me. But the important thing 
is you... that you learn to accept what the colony can offer. You're loved in Goodhope, even 
though I think you doubt that.” 


"Are you going to call for a ship?" Kirk cut him off. 
"When... and if, I believe it becomes necessary, I'1l make that choice... " 
"It is necessary now.” 


"That is your opinion, and I appreciate it. I'l] take it into consideration, but ultimately 
¥ must make the final decision." 


Diogenes' answer rang in Kirk's ears, a strange sense of deja vu. How often had he spoken 
the same words himself? 


"It is not only my opinion. Spock is convinced we need help. It is his scientific conclusion 
that we will be unable to isolate the disease in the time necessary to prevent any more deaths." 


"It is interesting," Diogenes' sarcasm returned, "that he chooses to report his findings to 
you, rather than to me.” 
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"I believe it will be much less interesting to you to see what happens if you do not listen 
to what I'm telling you." Kirk ignored Diogenes' tone. The leader seemed to consider, then 
decided. 


"Very well. I will talk with Spock and hear his recommendations." 

"IT'11 come with you,” Kirk stated. 

"T don’t think so... ” 

"T told you, Spock will be concerned if he doesn't hear from me within an hour." 


Diogenes gauged the other man, then sighed. "Still skeptical, eh, Jim?" He paused, waiting 
for an answer. When none came, he stood up. "Come then, if you wish, so your protective Vulcan 
can see for himself that you are untouched." He moved around the desk and stood close to Kirk. 
"But when we are finished speaking with him, you and I will return here. There still is work to 
be done, and I expect you to do your share... if you expect to continue to eat... " Not waiting 
for Kirk to answer, he brushed past him and went out the door so that it slammed behind him before 
Kirk reached it. Diogenes was already down the path toward the infirmary by the time Kirk could 
catch up with him. 
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Patients lining the benches and standing against the wall in the waiting room saw Diogenes, 
followed by Kirk, as thé two men entered. They were barely inside when the atmosphere changed 
from one of desolation, sickness and apathy, to joy, hope and faith in the powerful man who 
strode through their midst. Several called his name, a few came forward to grasp his hand or 
his arm. They all looked i117 or in pain, yet their eyes suddenly shone with life at Diogenes' 
presence. The twenty or thirty colonists crowded into the tiny room began murmuring reassurances 
to each other, and a sense of well-being permeated the group now that their leader was present. 


Elci Towers emerged from the back rooms to see the cause of the excitement. She looked 
unkempt, distraught, but she smiled broadly when she saw Diogenes. The leader gently extricated 
himself from several patients who had claimed his hands and arms, and crossed tothe woman, his 
face grave. 


"Elci, I've come to see Spock." He glanced around the room, then lowered his voice. "What 
is all this?" 


"They've been coming in since last night, all complaining of the same symptoms. We're doing 
our best to see everybody as quickly as possible. Spock is in the room at the end of the hall 
with Gordon." 


Diogenes didn't answer. He moved past her in the direction she had indicated, and again Kirk 
followed. As they approached, Dr, Towers voice could be heard, and he was apparently angry about 
something. 


"At least we're making progress, Spock!" 


"This, Doctor, is not progress. We're accomplishing nothing." There was an edge of irritation 
in the Vulcan's soft voice. 


Kirk and Diogenes entered and the two scientists looked up. Kirk's eyes met Spock's and saw 
a flicker of relief before Vulcan control clamped back in place. 


Dr. Towers rose unsteadily. He seemed even older and more frail than Kirk remembered, and the 
sight of his stained coverall and quivering hands did nothing to inspire confidence in his medical 
skill. Towers did not smile; he seemed almost frightened by the leader's intrusion. 


"Diogenes, I was not expecting you... " 
The leader clipped off his stammering. "What's the situation here?" 


Towers made a show of rumaging through the papers and tapes in front of him. "We've isolated 
the source of the microbes... " 


"Which is a long way from synthesizing a cure, provided we have the necessary chemicals with 
which to work," Spock finished. 


Diogenes glanced curiously at Spock, but he addressed Towers. "The source?" 

"The water. Out at the irrigation field, we began utilizing a new supply which has its 
origin deep in the soil. Apparently it was contaminated by a strain of bacteria which went 
undetected in our original tests." Towers seemed to squirm. 


"A standard PQ test would have ascertained the danger," Spock qualified. "However, there 
is no apresapone to administer such a test in Goodhope." 


"So, what does this mean?" Diogenes now looked to Spock. "If the cause has been isolated, 
cannot a serum be concocted?" 


"We know so little about the properties. The disease is apparently caused by the contami- 
nated water, which in turn has irrigated the crops and is ingested along with the food. The 
symptoms are reminiscent of the old Earth fevers, Typhoid, Cholera, and a few others. But it 
will take considerable time, even in a well-equipped laboratory, to discover what combination 
will destroy the germ without inflicting harm on the individual who is affected. This is a 
totally unfamiliar strain, and Goodhope's pharmaceutical supplies are seriously insufficient." 
Spock had not paused in the explanation, and now he regarded Diogenes with disfavor, 

The leader looked over at Towers. "Do you concur, Doctor?" 


Towers discomfort was apparent. "It ts a... challenge, Diogenes. But... Goodhope has always 
met its challenges." 


Diogenes smiled at him. "How long, in your estimation, before we have a serum?" 
"Perhaps... two weeks?" 

"That's too long." Kirk could keep quiet no longer. "How many may die during that time?” 
"Jim feels that we should seek outside help." Diogenes remained unruffled. 


"I concur," Spock nodded. “The facilities on a starship can allow us to have the answer 
in a matter of hours.” 


"But isn't it possible that a starship may take several days, perhaps weeks to reach us, 
anyway?" Diogenes asked. 


Kirk and Spock exchanged glances, a movement not lost on the leader, then Spock answered. 

"It ts possible that, assuming a starship is in the sector, it may take some time to reach us. 
However, it is at least worth trying. Once we have contacted them, I can relay data and receive 
information from their computers while they are enroute.” 

Diogenes regarded Spock. "You seem very informed about starship procedures, Spock." 

The Vulcan nodded, but offered no explanation. Finally, Diogenes continued. "I am not 
anxious to subject the colonists to outside interference. Most of our people are uncomfortable 
with strangers, and I am not convinced it is yet necessary to take such drastic action." 

"What will convince you?" Kirk interupted. Diogenes looked at him sharply. 

"You and Spock are still new to Goodhope. You have not been with us long enough to know that 
we have faced problems before and have survived them on our own. Goodhope must rely on itself, 
prove itself. Dr. Towers has been here since the beginning. He remembers. He understands, don't 
you, Gordon?" 

Towers averted his eyes, staring at a beaker on his desk. "Yes, Diogenes. I understand." 

"Do you believe we should call for help?" Diogenes prompted. 


Towers still did not look up. "I... I don't believe we should. Goodhope takes care of its own." 
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"T disagree," Spock said quickly. 


"Well," Diogenes considered. "I have two different opinions from my two experts, Which 
shall I accept? One, my trusted and long-standing physician, and the other, a brilliant newcomer 
who knows much about science but has much to learn about Goodhope." 


"People are dying. There is no cure available," Kirk said angrily, impatient with his position. 


"Ah, yes, then we have the former Starfleet officer, who is accustomed to making decisions, 
used to giving conmands, who finds it difficult to yield his will." Diogenes seemed to smile. 


"Do you want people to die?" Kirk unleashed his anger. "You have eyes to see what's hap- 
pening. What are you really afraid of?" 


Diogenes' gaze darkened and he moved toward Kirk. In an instant, Spock was at his side. The 
leader stared at the two for a moment, then he sighed. 


"T am afraid of bigotry and lies, of my followers being hurt in ways more serious than 
physical illness. You speak of starships and their wonders, yet you left them, you were dis- 
illusioned and hurt. I do not trust those who will not understand, who seek to flaunt their 
superiority by use of technology and impose their ways on those less endowed. They have destroyed 
cultures and civilizations by their so-called peaceful intervention. The prime directive is a 
myth. If I ask for help from a starship, I ask for an invasion by a cancer - one that is just 
as deadly as this epidemic we face. I will not allow that to happen in Goodhope} Now, let me 
ask you. Are you and Spock in a position at this time to challenge my authority?" 


"I do challenge your authority to decide that people will die," Kirk defied. 

"T know you do," Diogenes said quietly. "It is, indeed, the most difficult kind of respon- 
sibility to accept. But I must do what I believe is best for the majority of my beloveds. I 
need your help, your skills, Goodhope needs Spock. We must have a cure, and we will find one... 
eventually. With or without your co-operation. The longer it takes, the more people will die. 
Now, I have listened to your arguments, I have been patient because I respect your intelligence 
and your concern. I have made my decision. If you choose not to respect that decision, choose 
not to afford me the same consideration that I have given you, then stay out of my way. I have 
no more time, Dr. Towers has no more time, to waste trying to placate you." Diogenes suddenly 
turned and strode out of the room. Towers glanced about nervously. 


*You push your luck. He's very upset with you. I've never known him to be so tolerant 
as that... " He gathered up, some tapes and hurried out the door. 


The Enterprise officers stood facing the doorway. Kirk shrugged. 

"Well, I guess I didn't really expect him to agree to call the ship," he said morosely. 
Spock was observing him carefully. "Jim, are you all right?" 

"What? Oh, yes," Kirk assured. "He's being very foolish, taking a big risk." 


"The situation is becoming worse," Spock agreed. "You saw how many people are being 
effected." 


"Is it possible to isolate the serum without the ship?" 
Spock was thoughtful. "Unknown. It will take time." 


"Well, do what you can." Kirk sighed. "In the meantime, I'11 go back to the office and 
pretend to go along with him until I can discover a way to get to that communications console." 


"Jim... " Spock began. 


"Yes, my friend, I'l] be careful," Kirk promised. 
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Chapter Twelve 


Direre was no chance to reach the transmitter in Diogenes' private quarters. Kirk spent 
the rest of the day in the office, where work went on as usual. Away from the infirmary, from 
the labs, it almost seemed as if things were normal in Goodhope, that no threat of an epidemic 
existed. The only indication of something out of order was that the large number of workers 
reporting sick necessitated juggling assignments. Since Kirk was largely responsible for the 
labor personnel, Leiis had been handling the scheduling alone. She was more than a little 
grateful to see Kirk return. 


Throughout the day, Diogenes, Caldin or one of his close aides was always present in the 
office. Kirk knew that the leader suspected that he would try to reach the transmitter, so a 
subtle game of caution and innocence was being acted out with both sides aware of the opponent's 
intention. 


By evening, Kirk was tense and irritated, his back feeling the soreness of his recent 


flogging. He declined Leiis' invitation to share the message and evening meal with her, explaining 


that he was not up to enduring the words of Diogenes from the hard ground of the Rotunda. She 

was disappointed and concerned, and Kirk realized when she offered to bring his meal to his cabin, 
that her interest was more than passive. Leiis had been a woman of experience before Goodhope, 
and Kirk knew that she was attracted to him now. He was not surprised therefore, when later, 

a soft rap on his cabin door turned out to be the young lady. 


"I brought your supper," she smiled, extending the tray of food. Kirk stood back, allowing 
her to enter. 


"Thank you, Leiis." Kirk realized that he was very hungry. Leiis crossed to place it on 
the table, and he followed. "How did you manage this?" 


"One of the servers is a good friend. I told her you were not feeling well.” Kirk sat 
down gratefully to begin the meat. Leiis poured some water into a cup and placed it in front 
of him. "I did not see your friend Spock at the gathering." 


Kirk took a sip of the water. "He's still working at the lab. I stopped by there after 
I left the office and he was too busy to leave. Someone was going to bring his meal over to 
him. He's devoting all his time to finding a cure for this illness." 


Leiis nodded, taking a chair opposite Kirk. "Yes, Diogenes spoke of it at the message. He 
said it was serious, but that we were not to be alarmed - that Dr. Towers would have the treat- 
ment very soon now." 


"Shit!" Kirk slammed his utensil down. "He's lying! There is no treatment, Leiis, and 
there won't be if he doesn't send for outside help. Spock's the best scientist in Goodhope, and 
without the proper equipment, even he can't isolate the disease soon enough to prevent a massive 
epidemic." 


The girl looked alarmed by his anger. "Jim, you mustn't think like that. If Diogenes says 
jt will be all right, it will. He'll take care of it. You must trust him." 


Kirk looked across the table at the sincere, frightened eyes and shook his head. "Colonists 
are dead. More are dying. There's a starship in this sector. Diogenes refuses to call it." 


"Then he must not believe it' s necessary. Diogenes knows best. Goodhope takes care of its 
own." 


Abruptly, Kirk stood, pushing his chair back. He walked away from the table, frustrated by 
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the familiar, mechanical words. When he had gained some distance, he turned to look at her. 

"Don't you understand? Goodhope doesn't have the facilities to handle this alone. Spock 
is working himself to death, risking his health, while Diogenes puts everybody's life in jeopardy 
because he's too stubborn, too proud, too... impressed with his own importance to listen to 
reason." He turned away, clenching his fists, his body straining against the helplessness of his 
position. Leiis rose and came up behind him, wrapping her arms gently around his taut frame. 

"Jim, you must not become so agitated," she soothed, leaning her head against his back. 

"The tension will make you i11. You still have not regained your full strength. Your muscles 
are all coiled and your back... " 

Kirk whirled and grabbed her by the shoulders. "There's a transmitter in Diogenes' private 
quarters, Leiis. I have to get to it." His voice was determined, yet pleading. Leiis pulled 
back a little, frightened. 

"Why?" 

"To call the starship. To get help to Goodhope." 

"Without Diogenes’ permission?" The girl was becoming more fearful. 


"He's a dangerous man. He feeds you lies, promises and platitudes. He has killed Anton Law. 
He is killing others by refusing medical treatment for the disease." 


"You sound like a dissenter," she accused weakly. 


"Leiis, everyone in Goodhope is in a frightening situation, if you continue to blindly follow 
him," 


*Are you not one of us, Jim?" she was incredulous. Kirk hesitated at the expression of hurt 
on her face. 


"I'm trying to help you. I'm trying to help all of us." 


Leiis pulled away from him and crossed to the couch. She sat down and folded her hands on 
her lap, her face revealing the conflict of indecision. 


"Diogenes has always helped us," she said quietly. Kirk remembered another woman = or at 
least he had believed she was a woman - forced to make a choice between the man she wanted and 
the man she worshipped. Rayna had said, 'Z choose...' and had died. Kirk realized he had al- 
most forgotten... 

He moved to sit beside Leiis and took her hands in his. "Leiis, I'm worried." His voice 
was tender. "And I'm frightened about what's happening here. I don't like what I've seen, but 
I can't sit by and watch innocent people destroyed. I'm... sorry it has to be this way." 


She looked at him quizzically. "Who are you? You did not come to Goodhope seeking a new 
life like the rest of us." 


Kirk chose his words carefully. "I came to Goodhope seeking... the truth, Leiis." 
"And have you found it?” 
"Yes." Kirk's voice was sad. Leiis pulled her hands away and stood up quickly. 


"T don't want to hear any more," she protested, but her voice lacked conviction. Kirk rose 
and stepped in front of her. 


"Diogenes suspects that I'll try to contact the ship. He won't leave the office unguarded. 
I'm going to need help to get to that transmitter." 


Leiis faced him, suddenly challenging. "Why should I help you? What makes you think I even 


believe you? You speak treason. You blaspheme our leader with your lies and accusations. Diogenes 
has given us life. What right have you to betray that? You did not come to seek truth, you came 
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to destroy. How would you know what is truth, you've been living a lie since you arrived. You 


need to be purged of your wickedness. The beating you received did not touch you.” She brushed 


past him and headed for the door. Kirk followed, caught her arm and spun her around. 


"You're a telepath, Leiis. You have the ability to sense things. You believe me because 
you have 'seen' what is going on in Goodhope. Diogenes has robbed you of your talent... '" Leiis 
shook her head in denial, but he pushed on. "It's not a curse. People with telepathic powers 
are respected and useful all over the galaxy. Even your pyrotechnical tendencies, properly 
trained, can be an asset. I have seen and worked with people with many capabilities. Look in- 
side yourself and see the good there. Then look around you. Let yourself feel what is right. 
Don't suppress what is yours." 


Leiis began to cry. "You don't know what it was like before. Diogenes took me in, brought 
me to Goodhope, gave me a home. Here, I'm loved, accepted... " 


"Do you want these people to die?" 

"Nol" 

"Then, help me. Help me get to that transmitter." 

"TI... I... can't." She met his eyes, pleading. "Please, Jim, don't ask me to do this." 
"IT have to. One way or another, we must get help to the colony." 

"Diogenes has always taken care of us." Her protest was very weak. 

"Leiis, people can't depend on someone else to take care of them. It's time you started 


thinking for yourselves, directing your own lives. A serious crisis exists in Goodhope, and 
Diogenes intends to do nothing about it. Will you all stand by and do nothing, too?" 


"IT am not able to do anything. I am only an insignificant helper... ' 


Kirk smiled and touched her cheek. "You're not insignificant... don't ever say that about 
yourself. Leiis... " 


She hesitated, then pulled away abruptly. "I have to go. I shouldn't have stayed." 


Turning, she hurried from the cabin. Kirk took a breath and rubbed a hand over his eyes. 
This, he knew, was exactly the kind of response he would get from most of Diogenes' followers. 
They were frightened, programmed individuals, and his words confused them. It did not seem 
likely that he would be able to convince them of the danger that awaited them. Dr, he wondered, 
would it make a difference if they knew? 
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Spock did not return to the cabin, and in the morning Kirk again stopped at the lab. Spock 
and Bereth were still working and had been up all night, Bereth catching cat-naps between timed 


experiments, and Spock insisting that Vulcans could function for days without sleep. Dr. Towers 


had reported that another patient had died during the night. 


Determinedly, Kirk headed for Diogenes' office. The leader was not there, nor was Leiis, 
but Caldin and several other aides were very much in evidence. Kirk pulled out the assignment 
records and began going over them, conscious of Caldin's eyes on him every minute. Finally, 
later in the afternoon, Caldin and the others left, and Kirk saw his chance, 


The stairway to the second floor was just outside the doorway, in a back storage room. 
Cautiously, Kirk climbed the steps and, for the first time, entered the private rooms of the 
colony leader. The stairway opened on a tiny hallway, with a room on either side. The door 
to one room was closed. The other seemed to be a living room - kitchen combination, sparsely 
furnished with a table and chairs, a stove, sink and cupboard. On the other side of the room 
was a couch and grouping of several chairs around a long, low table. On two walls were shelves 
containing volumes of old-style paper books, which appeared to be the only concession Diogenes 
made to not living as meagerly as his followers. 
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As Kirk took a few steps forward, searching for the communications console, he heard the 
door to the room across the hall open. Spinning around, he confronted Diogenes, who stood in 
the doorway to his bedroom. The leader was dressed in a thin, white robe, tied at the waist with 
a golden cord. He was barefoot, his long yellow hair disarrayed, his eyes glittering ice-green 
fire. In his hand, he aimed a phaser. 


Kirk stared at the white giant, then past him - into the room. It was sumptiously appointed. 
He could see a massive bed dominating the center, glimpses of rich fabrics in shades of green and 
gold and shimmering white. The walls were a gallery of paintings with heavy, gilded frames, and 
the odor of sweet, floral scents filled the air. 


On the bed was a girl - naked - trying to cover her crouching body with the satin bedclothes. 
Kirk caught her eye and she looked away. Leiis. 


Diogenes drew his attention back to the doorway. "I ought to kill you right now and be done 
with it. I'd need no explanation for shooting a trespasser who dares to enter my private quarters. 
He pulled the door closed behind him, still keeping the phaser pointed. Kirk lifted his chin. 


"You know why I'm here. If you're not willing to transmit an SOS, I am. 


"You came to Goodhope to bring trouble - you and your partner, Spock, You are not an honest 
man. You have lied deceitfully. You seek only to destroy me, but you will be the one destroyed." 
Carefully, Diogenes moved past Kirk, keeping the phaser leveled. Without taking his eyes from the 
captain, he used his free hand to remove a book from one of the shelves. Then he reached into the 
vacant space and withdrew a small, round disc, and held it up for Kirk to see. 


"This was sewn into the seam of your shirt. Why would you have such a device concealed there?" 
Kirk stared at the missing transmitter. "You dtd take it!" 
Diogenes smiled maliciously. "What a pity, isn't it? You haven't been able to send any 
transmissions to... what? Your ship? Yess... that's why you were so positive a ship would be 
nearby to answer. But you didn't have this little device, did you? So, you had to try to use 
mine!" 
"For God's sake, Diogenes, use it now. Call for medical help." Kirk tried once more. 
"For God's sake? What god? I am the only god in Goodhope." 


"You're not a god, Diogenes. You're not even a decent human being. You allow the people 
who trust you to suffer and die. You're cruel, power-starved -- ” 


"Silence!" Diogenes screamed. "You dare to speak to me this way? You - a nothing! 1 
hold your life in my hands. Now you will lose it." 


Kirk felt a cold lump of panic as he realized the leader was not bluffing. The man's eyes 
were glazed, wild with anger. There was no reason in him. Too late, Kirk decided that he had, 
perhaps, pushed too far. He took a breath. 

"Let's... talk about this," he stalled, assessing his position. It did not seem likely 
that he could overpower Diogenes and gain the weapon, or that he could dissuade him from his 
intent. There was Leiis in the bedroom who could read minds... perhaps if he concentrated, he 
could reach her... 


Whether by his will, or from the woman's own concern and curiosity, the bedroom door opened 
Slightly and Leiis, a robe wrapped around her, peered our, frightened. 


Diogenes' eyes flicked over her briefly. "Get back inside. I am not through with you." 
She looked at Kirk, tormented. "Jim?" 
Diogenes caught the concern in her voice. "Do as I tell you!" he ordered. 


Leiis hesitated, just as the sound of a door slamming below was heard. There were footsteps 
on the stairs, quick and heavy. 


"Diogenes -- " Caldin's voice reached them before they saw him. The leader was distracted 
for a moment, and Kirk seized the opportunity. He made a fast lunge, caught Diogenes off-guard, 
and managed to knock the phaser from his hand. There was no time to retrieve it before Caldin 
burst into the room, his phaser also drawn at the sound of the scuffle. 


"Hold it,” he announced, halting Kirk's movement. 


"Come in, my Beloved!" Diogenes seemed exhilerated, heightened by the action. Kirk saw 
the madness gleaming in his eyes. He also saw Caldin's hesitation. The aide's jaw tightened 
and his eyes narrowed as he took in the tableau of Leiis, Kirk and Diogenes. 


The leader gained his feet. "Caldin... you were told to keep an eye on him. How the hell 
did he get up here? Where were you?" 


Caldin was staring at Leiis with contempt. The girl seemed to shrink away from the look. 
"Something... came up... " Caldin told him. "I can't be two places at once.” 


Diogenes' attention was back on Kirk, however. If the leader were aware of the by-play 
between his two devoted allies, he did not indicate it. He smiled at Kirk as he held up the 
button-like transmitter. 


"You say this is yours, but you are wrong. You have nothing in Goodhope, save that which 
I choose to give you. Everything here belongs to me.” He tossed the instrument on the table. 
"Go ahead, Jim, take it, if it is so important to you. It doesn't work, of course. I took the 
components apart. Couldn't have you calling in outsiders... " 


Warily, Kirk reached for the transmitter and picked it up. Diogerres had been telling the 
truth. The device had been dismantled. 


"You're insane!" 

"Perhaps.” Diogenes seemed to consider. "Depending upon which standards you base sanity. 
I could also say the same thing about you for believing you could betray me and get away with it. 
I chose to give you that transmitter, just as I chose to let you live. You see, we are kind in 
Goodhope. Now, get out of here." 


"Not until I -- " Kirk began, surprised by Diogenes' sudden change of attitude. Yet he 
remembered he had seen it before in the man. He heard Caldin urging him. 


"Jim, just go. For your own sake, leave!" 
"Caldin, go with him," Diogenes instructed. "As you can see, I'm occupied right now... * 
"Diogenes... " Caldin's voice was pleading. The aide was obviously distraught and embarrassed, 
but it seemed to make no difference to the colony leader. Deliberately, Diogenes turned his back 
on them and crossed to Leiis, putting a hand possessively on her arm. 


With the phaser, Caldin sharply indicated Kirk toward the stairs. "Go on, now. Move it." 


Kirk decided he had no more options. When they reached the bottom of the stairway, Kirk 
turned to face the aide. "He doesn't care about you, can't you see that? He uses you -- " 


Caldin swung the phaser, catching Kirk on the jaw. Kirk fell backwards, stunned, then 
crumpled when Caldin kicked him between the legs. The stabbing pain in his groin blotted out 
everything for a moment, and Kirk cursed himself for his error in judgment. 


Caldin pulled him to his feet. "Why did you come to Goodhope? You're not a seeker of the 
truth. You seek only to destroy!" 


"I'm... trying to heZp you - can't you understand? You're all doomed if you continue to 
follow him." 


"Death is unimportant. It is the quality of life which matters." Caldin's eyes drifted 


up the stairs. "I would die more than once... for him. But you wouldn't know about that kind 
of devotion. I pity you." 
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Kirk wiped at the blood on his chin, disgusted with the single-minded loyalty of Diogenes' 
followers. "An admirable concept, Caldin. Someday, you may get the chance to prove your willing- 
ness to die.” 


Kirk's sarcasm was lost on the man. "Then, so be it," Caldin agreed. "I would gladly..." 
A sharp, feminine cry came from upstairs. Caldin stiffened, his gaze once more drawn in that 
direction. 


In one swift movement, Kirk was on him. A hard blow to the jaw sent the aide reeling 
backward, his head crashing against the wall, but he hung onto the weapon. His knee came up and 
pushed Kirk away. Before Kirk could strike again, Caldin had the phaser pointed at his midsection. 
Kirk froze. Caldin's eyes blazed, blood ran down his face; he was dazed, but he kept the weapon 
pointed at Kirk. 


"Damn you! Damn you to hell! Get out! Get out of here now, before I kill you!" 


Kirk knew another attempt would be useless. Quickly, he moved past Caldin and out the door, 
the sounds of Leiis' muffled cries still ringing in his ears. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Cie: Medical Officer Leonard McCoy stepped onto the bridge of the Enterprise. In the center 
seat, Montgomery Scott noted his arrival and heaved a sigh. 


"No, Doctor, we've nae heard a word yet." 


McCoy came to stand beside the chair. "Well, what the hell are you waiting for? It's been 
three days since their expected check-in report. Something's gone wrong!" 


"Aye... perhaps." Scott stressed the last word. "But we've nae proof, as I told you yes- 
terday, and the Captain left specific orders -- " 


McCoy fidgeted. "Yes, I know, Scotty." 


"If we were to go bargin’ in there, blow their mission, and find out nothing was wrong... 
well, I wouldnae like to face Captain Kirk. Three days isnae really that long, and nothing on 
the previous tapes indicated trouble of any sort...did it?" Scott looked almost hopefully toward 
McCoy. 


"I'm not sure, Scotty." The doctor was thoughtful, remembering the faint prickle of unease 
he had felt while listening as the tapes arrived. "Something... " he trailed off. 


"Well, Doctor, you give me a reason - a logged, medical evaluation, and I'l] move this ship 
to Albion 7 at warp speed. Otherwise, we have to assume that the Captain has a sound reason for 
not transmitting." 


McCoy sensed the worry in the engineer's voice. He put a hand on his shoulder and straight- 
ened. "I'11 be back," he promised. 
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There were nearly four hours of recording which had been sent to the Enterprise over 
thirty-two days from Goodhope. McCoy was listening to all of it together for the second time, 
and now inconsistancies were beginning to surface. 


Taken individually, there was nothing to question about the factual reports and observations. 
Most were brief, routine analyses. Reviewed collectively, however, McCoy could discern changes in 


Kirk's speech patterns, his tone and inflections, but he was not certain, yet, what if anything 
they meant. 


The early reports were spontaneous, positive statements of a well-kept, thriving colony, 
yet tinged with skepticism. They had become enthusiastic, citing Diogenes' teachings as noble, 
the goals of the colony as praiseworthy. He spoke of being impressed by the people and empha- 
sized that while some of the ways seemed harsh, it was nonetheless consistant with the life of 
a struggling society. Then, almost imperceptively at first, the tone of the reports changed. 
There was an edge of wariness to Kirk's voice, less personal comments. Later, the wariness 
increased to an obvious level, so that it seemed to McCoy that Kirk were choosing each word 
very carefully, as if he were extremely conscious of influencing the listener, as if he were 
reluctant to give the wrong impression. 


McCoy was disappointed that there were no tapes from Spock, although Kirk mentioned each 
time that the Commander was present and concurred with his reports. Still, the doctor would 
have preferred a comparison to see if he picked up on the same patterns in the Vulcan. 


While the reason for the change remained an enigma, McCoy was convinced that, for some 
purpose, Kirk was not telling everything. 


Am I Looking §04% an excuse, McCoy wondered. Jam asked me not to jump to rash conclusions 
. but, three days overdue? what's happening down there? 


He forwarded the tape to the last transmission. Kirk talked about the arrival of the 
fifty new colonists and how charged and excited everyone seemed to be. 


What about the boy... ? McCoy worried. On the previous transmission, Kirk had declared 
that he was going to Diogenes about him, and yet, on the next tape, several days later, he 
made no further mention of it. 


1t's not Like Jim to Leave things dangling... 


Precision ~ that's 4t! The reports were becoming less precise, less detached. Was a subtle 
form of conditioning effecting the two officers? And if so, did that sufficiently explain why 
the transmissions had stopped or been delayed? 


McCoy had heard enough, thought enough. Kirk had charged him with evaluating the situation 
through the tapes, urging caution, but the ultimate decision must be McCoy's. The doctor now 
felt there was adequate evidence to support a closer look. He pressed a button on his intercom. 


"Scotty? This is McCoy. I'11 be there in five minutes with my reccommendation." 
"Which is...? Scott asked. 


"Full speed ahead for Goodhope.” 
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Kirk woke as usual, summoned to awareness by the clanging of the morning alarm. He pushed 
the blanket aside and rolled over to peer at the still-sleeping Vulcan across from him. Spock 
had returned to the cabin late, looking so exhausted that Kirk had refrained from detailing 
the events in Diogenes' quarters, and had recounted only the briefest synopsis of the incident. 
Then he had insisted that Spock go to bed immediately, and had been surprised when his friend 
complied without protest. 


Now, as he gazed at the prone figure, he felt a pang of remorse, He's been working too 
hand... pushing hinsels. For a moment, Kirk considered not waking him, then decided he'd better 
not allow the luxury. Spock's skills were needed to help find a cure, and until they could 
contact the Enterprise, he had to at least try to help the people of the colony. Kirk's 
humanitarian traits overrode his personal concerns for his friend. 


The Vulcan stirred restlessly, the sound of the alarm, no doubt, finally invading his 
sleep. Kirk crawled over to him and put a hand on his shoulder. 


"Spock...?" Kirk tried to decide if the heat radiating from Spock was warmer than usual. 
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He didn't like the dark smudges under Spock's eyes, or the heavy, slow sigh as he stirred. 


"I... overslept... Spock struggled to sit up, dazed as Kirk had seldom seen him waken. 
Spock always sprang to alertness, no matter how little sleep he'd managed. 


"No harm done. You don't Took too well. How do you feel?" 


"Tired." Spock rubbed a hand over his face and proceeded toward the ladder. "Come, we 
must hurry." 


Kirk was not thoroughly convinced by the show of bravado, but there was no time to speak 
of it. Quickly, they dressed and left the cabin. 


Kirk watched him carefully during breakfast. Spock toyed with the food, and when he did 
take a mouthful, he seemed to have difficulty swallowing. 


Lethangy... sore throat... the ,irust symptoms of the fever. Kirk made his voice stern. 
"You'd better report to the infirmary after the message." 


"Unnecessary. I can be more useful in the lab." 

"You're sick... " Kirk protested. 

Spock shook his head. "Indeed not, Jim. Merely fatigued and anxious to isolate the germ.” 
"Well, take it easy today." Kirk was still skeptical. "That's an order." 

Spock raised an eyebrow in irony. 
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It was after midday when Bereth came tearing into the office. Kirk was alone except for 
two file clerks, stationed there obviously to keep an eye on him. 


"Where is Diogenes?" Bereth gulped. 
"He's... with the new colonists, I think. What's wrong?" 
"It's Spock. He collapsed in the lab." 


Kirk threw the papers he was holding down on the table and started out. Bereth ran after 
him. 


"IT think it's the fever. Diogenes must know. If Spock goes down, we haven't a chance to 
find a cure!" 


"What the hell can Diogenes do?" Kirk stormed. "Or, what wiZZ he do? Damn it, man, you 
people had better start taking on some of the responsibility yourselves, because your honored 
leader's going to lead you all into an early grave!" 


Bereth was too stunned to speak. As Kirk entered the laboratory, he didn't even notice 
that the scientist was no longer behind him. 


He found Spock sitting on the floor, leaning against one of the benches. His face was 
drained of color and his body trembled as he clung to the wooden leg for support. 


Kirk dropped to his knees beside him, noticing a thin trickle of green blood on his face, 
where he had cut himself falling. He reached for him. 


"Here... take it easy..." 


The Vulcan looked disoriented, confused, but he leaned willingly toward Kirk, transfering 
his grip to Kirk's aym. A shudder wracked the tensed muscles. 


"Jim...? How did you... ? 
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"Don't talk... " Kirk put a hand on his forehead, positive now that it was much hotter 
than normal. "Damn... damn... " he swore softly, "you've got it." 


Spock shivered again and tried to pull himself together. "It would seem so... " 


Kirk looked around the lab for the first time, realizing they were alone. He would have 
to get Spock to his feet, take him to the doctor. "Can you stand?" 


The Vulcan answered by recovering sufficiently to rise, with Kirk's assistance. He was 
unsteady, but mobile. 


"Tt's not far to the infirmary..." Kirk put an arm around his waist. 


Spock sighed heavily. "There is no point in wasting our time. There is nothing they can 
do. No medicine... I've been there twice this morning to collect samples. The rooms are 
crowded with sick people... Towers is becoming irrational..." 


Kirk knew he was right. The doctor would look at Spock, tell him what they already knew, 
and send him home to bed. It was all they were doing for the stricken colonists. 


"All right. I'11 help you back to the cabin." 
"I should finish... ” Spock began. 


"Negative. You should rest. C'mon." Kirk guided him out of the lab. 
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At the cabin, Kirk settled Spock into the loft and went for towels and water to cool down 
his fevered body. Pouring the water into a basin, Kirk tried to swallow past the Jump in his 
throat. He knew the Vulcan's ability to mask and ignore physical discomfort, yet he chastized 
himself for not noticing sooner that his friend had contracted the disease. Spock must have 
enone for several days, and even now his extreme distress must be worse than he was willing to 
admit. 


Quickly, he returned to the loft. Spock was lying as he had left him, his eyes staring 
bleakly at the ceiling, lips pursed in annoyance. He turned his head at Kirk's approach and 
fixed him with a baleful glance. 


"This is impossible," he muttered. "Every safety precaution was observed... " 
"Half the colony's infected," Kirk retorted, "and race seems to be no factor." 


"Jim... '' Spock's eyes were clouded, worried, as Kirk began to wipe gently at his face 
with the wet cloth. He made a feeble effort to catch Kirk's arm. 


"Don't say it. I'm not leaving.” Kirk met his eyes steadily . 
"The contagion rate is -- " 


"High, I know. And the germs are present everywhere. I have as much chance of coming 
down with it as anyone else. Now, hush, and try to relax.” Kirk tried to make his voice stern. 


"How can I relax, when... The Vulcan struggled to rise. 


"Spock - be still!" Kirk took his shoulders in his hands and pushed him back down. "Please 
. I'll take care of it... " he coaxed. "Just... let me... think. I have to consider... plan... 


Spock shivered, suddenly chilled, and Kirk pressed the blanket around him, cradling his 
head on his arm. 


",,, Curious... " Spock mumbled. "I feel so... weightless... need... antigravs... " 


"Tt's the fever." Kirk felt the tension grip him tighter. 
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Just then, both men heard the scraping of the door. Spock reacted groggily, only mildly 
concerned, but to Kirk it was as if the hinges scraped on his raw nerves. 


From below, a resonant voice called, "Jim... Spock?" 


It was Diogenes. Kirk's blood seemed to chill with the unexpected presence of the colony 
leader. Carefully, he released Spock and straightened. 


"I'll handle this. Try to rest... " he told the Vulcan, Quickly, he scrambled down the 
ladder and turned to face Diogenes. The pale green eyes were fixed coldly on him. 


"IT just learned what happened. Where is Spock?" 
"He's resting - trying to," Kirk told him, unable to keep the bitterness from his voice. 
"Is it - " the leader began, but Kirk cut him off. 


"Yes, it's the fever. Admit it, Diogenes, you just lost your only chance of finding a cure 
here at Goodhope. With Spock out, you'll have to notify Starfleet." 


Diogenes regarded him, seeming to control his fury. "Still giving orders? You have all 
the answers, don't you, Jim? I came here because I am concerned about Spock - not as a scien- 
tist, but as one of my own." 


"You'd better be concerned about all of your people, and get them some help - fast! I'1] 
take care of Spock." 


"You are so very certain that the answer to all this lies outside of Goodhope, aren't you?" 
Diogenes moved around the room. "Outside... hatred, bigotry, persecution. I have abolished all 
that in Goodhope. I have sheltered and cared for my flock, nurtured and protected them! I am 
their answer." 


"High-sounding words, Diogenes, but you don't have a cure for this disease!" 


"A disease of the flesh, the body. What is this compared to satisfaction of the soui? The 
body is frail, it decays... " he moved toward the loft. "I can help Spock..." 


Kirk crossed the room to quickly bar his way. "Stay down from there. Leave him alone. He 
doesn't need your preaching and platitudes. He needs medical treatment." 


Diogenes took a step backward, fury burning at Kirk. "You dare attempt to prevent me from 
administering to one of my own?" 


Kirk met the anger with cold determination. "You go near him and I'11 kill you. I swear 
it, Diogenes. You don't own people. They don't belong to you. Goodhope is a Federation colony. 
It's people are Federation citizens, under Federation protection. Your authority here is an- 
swerable to a higher court... " 


Diogenes twitched. He raised his hand as if to strike, then held back. "Enough!" he 
shouted. "I am the law in Gocdhope. You will see, James Kirk!" 


"T do see," Kirk answered. "I see death and suffering and punishment for disobedience. 
I'm sick of your misguided omnipotence, of people who are blinded by your lies and badgered 
into a belief of your supremacy. You preach love and acceptance, but it's all a myth created 
for the elevation of your power. Well, right now I'm sick of Goodhope, and I don't give a 
damn about your so-called ideals. My friend is 41] because of this place and all I'm concerned 
about is getting help for him before it's too late. I'm sorry for these people who refuse 
to see what you really are, refuse to see how you manipulate their lives.” 


Diogenes' eyes narrowed and he seemed to gauge Kirk. "Yes, I manipulate their lives," he 
admitted, “Because without me, they are nothing, outcasts of society, scorned, shunned. They 
muddle through life. I have given them purpose, a sense of dignity, a place and a home. You 
think you know what Goodhope is. You know nothing." 


Kirk took a breath. "Is the kind of submission you demand any better than the life they 


left? What dignity is there in rejection of self-will? Haven't they really exchanged one 
miserable existance for another?" 


"For those answers," Diogenes said, "you will have to ask my followers.” He crossed to 
the door, then paused and turned back. His eyes were moist with tears and he glanced toward 
the loft. "I am truly sorry about Spock, and truly sorry about you, Jim. I could have given 
you so much." 


Kirk's eyes were hard. "Don't waste too much sorrow on us. There's only one thing you 
can give me - access to that transmitter." 


Sadly, Diogenes shook his head. “I'm sorry about that, too, but the answer must be no." 
He pulled open the door and was gone. 


Chapter Fourteen 


L.. Commander Montgomery Scott did not enjoy the position in which he had been placed. 
Command was all right, he reflected, as long as things were routine and clear-cut. It was the 
gray areas, such as his present situation, which could drive a man to drink. 


"E.T.A., Mr. Sulu?" 


The helmsman turned to answer. "Three hours to Albion, Mr. Scott." 


"Uhura, how soon before we can ~~ 


"Coming within range now, sir," she answered, without waiting for him to finish. Scott 
turned to regard her, a look of patient amusement on his face, and she smiled back at him, 
chagrined at her own anticipation, 


Scott knew that the entire bridge crew was relieved to be taking action, each of them 
anxious to discover how their Captain and First Officer were faring at Goodhope Colony. Scott 
sighed. It must be the right decision, then. One thing James Kirk had always told him was to 
trust the instincts of the highly-trained senior officers. 


McCoy stood up from his leaning position at the railing and came down into the well. 


"Don't look so sour - we're only five days early, anyway, It's probably not going to 
make that much difference to the mission." 


"Doctor you don't understand. It's not merely a case of blowin’ their cover. Why do you 
think they were sent incognito in the first place? We still can't let this Diogenes person 
realize that he's been duped.' 


"As Jim would say, I trust you'll handle this... diplomatically, Mr. Scott,":McCoy chided. 


"Oh, aye, I'll do that for sure. But it'll be a tricky bit of maneuvering." Scott stood 
and crossed to the communications console. "All right, Uhura, let's try that relay." 


"Goodhope Colony, this is the Starship Enterprise. Do you read? Enterprise, calling 
Goodhope... ” 


Scott didn't realize that he had been holding his breath until a voice answered Uhura's 
call. 
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"Enterprise, this is Goodhope. May we assist you?" 


Scott stepped closer and identified himself. "We have certain matters to discuss with you. 
May we come down?” 


There was a pause, then the speaker said, "Hold, please. I shall get our leader." 
"Diogenes." McCoy chewed at his lip. "He wouldn't dare refuse... " 
"He'd be within his rights to do so," Scott reminded, "although it wouldnae be very polite.” 


"Or make much sense," Uhura mused. When the two men looked at her for explanation, she 
added, "Goodhope is founded on an open-door policy. Everyone is welcome, everyone is loved.” 


"How do you know so much about it?" McCoy asked her. 


"TI have a cousin down there," she told them. "I don't know Mufasta very well, but when my 
mother told me she had gone there following a man named Diogenes, I was curious enough to find 
out more. Everything I heard was very favorable," she concluded. 


Before McCoy could form a reply, another voice came over the speaker. 'Diogenes here. 
Welcome to Goodhope, Enterprise." 


"Thank you, sir," Scott responded. "We're doing a routine check on the colonies in this 
sector, and we'd like to pay our respects to your staff. We'll be in orbit in three hours. 
May we have a few minutes of your time?" 


There was a pause at the other end, then Diogenes spoke. "This is... quite unexpected. 
We've never had a starship call in four years. Is something wrong?" 


"Oh, no, not at all,” Scott assured, his voice smooth. “You're verra isolated, and we 
have a few routine forms to be filled out. We'll be beaming down ~ could you transmit the 
co-ordinates?" 


There was another pause, longer this time, while Scott and McCoy each reflected how they 
would proceed if Diogenes balked and refused. The reply, however, was affirmative. 


"Of course, Captain." Scott did not correct the impression. "I'll look forward to meeting 
with you. I'11 give your ship the co-ordinates for my office. Diogenes out.” 


McCoy let out a breath. "Whew. That was easy enough. I'11 go get my things ready." 


"You take it for granted you'll be included," Scott fussed. "Aye, Doctor, 'tis your place 
to go. Ms. Uhura - do you care to see the magnetic Diogenes?” he challenged. 


Her eyes twinkled. "I thought you'd never ask. But... how will we find the Captain and 
Mr. Spock?” 


"We'll find ‘em, lass. We'll find 'em." 
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Scott, McCoy and Uhura materialized at the appointed time in front of the white building 
which contained Diogenes' office and quarters. Dusk was falling, and the surrounding area 
seemed nearly deserted. The absence of the colonists puzzled McCoy. 


"Where is everyone?" He glanced around. As if on cue, the door to the house opened, and 
Caldin bounded down the steps. 


"Welcome to Goodhope." His manner seemed less warm than his words. "Come inside, Diogenes 
is expecting you.” 


They entered the cool office, noting the spartan surroundings before their attention was 
drawn to the pale giant who was striding toward them. 


"T am Diogenes," he stated simply, extending a hand. 


Scott accepted the greeting. "Montgomery Scott, in command of the U.S.S, Enterprise. This 
is Dr. Leonard McCoy, our Chief Medical Officer, and Lieutenant Uhura, Senior Communications 
Officer." 


Diogenes fixed his eyes on McCoy at the announcement of his rank, but made no comment. 
Instead, he indicated three chairs. "Sit down, please." He perched on the edge of his massive 
desk, giving him an advantage of height over them. "I must admit, your call took me by surprise. 
After four years of being virtually on our own, we were not expecting interference from Starfleet. 


“Interference?” Scott picked up, as he took a seat. "Hardly that, sir. We've no wish to 
disrupt your colony. We're here for your benefit." 


Diogenes caught the slip. "Forgive me. A poor choice of words. I did not mean to imply... 
what is it you do want?" 


"Our ship is patroling this sector. It's our job to run checks on all Federation colonies 
in the area... " 


"Checks on what?" Diogenes’ voice was abrupt, cutting in. 
"Progress and development, potential, growth... " 
"We file every six months." Again, Diogenes interrupted, his tone clipped. 


Scott remained unruffled. "Aye, sir, that you do, but a personal visit can be a lot more 
beneficial and expedient than the red tape of reports and bureaucracy." 


"We have no need of anything from the Federation." Diogenes dismissed the suggestion. 


"Well, now," McCoy perused the room, "looks like you could use quite a few things, and we 
could make some recommendations .., " 


Diogenes' eyes narrowed at McCoy. "We live a simple life in Goodhope, Doctor. Our people 
have no need of materialistic gain... " 


"Where are your people?" McCoy broke in. 
"I beg your pardon?" 


"I didn't notice anyone around when we arrived. Our records show over a thousand citizens 
inhabit Goodhope." 


"They are at work - in the fields, at construction sites, in the kitchens and labs. Ours 
is a laboring society. Our day starts early and ends late. There are few idle hours in our 
lives for mischief. My people find contentment in their labors. If you were expecting to find 
malingerers, escapists from the demands and responsibilities of society, you came to the wrong 
place." 


"Not at all.” McCoy was surprised by the fervor in Diogenes' speech. "I was just remarking 
that it seemed strange to me to see no one about. It doesn't matter, though, I'l] get to meet 
them, anyway. I want to run some physicals... " 


"Physicals?" Diogenes’ voice was sharp. "What in the galaxy for, Doctor? We have our own 
medical facilities in Goodhope." 


"I'm sure you do," McCoy agreed. "And I'm anxious to see them. But we have reports to make.” 
"It's a routine thing," Scott assured quickly. "Part of the patrol mission of a starship." 


Diogenes stood and walked around behind his desk. He seemed to be considering. Finally, he 
faced them. "I'm sorry, gentlemen. It's out of the question. { cannot permit it." 


Scott shrugged. "I'm afraid it's not a request. You're under Federation jurisdiction... " 
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"For protection," Diogenes asserted. "I was guaranteed Federation protection when I settled 
Goodhope. " 


"Well, the Federation likes to know what it's protecting." Scott would not be dissuaded. 
"There’s no problem, it's just routine, Mr. Diogenes." 


"You keep using that word - routine .” The leader seemed to grow more agitated. "In the 
four years we've been here, we've never been interfered with by a starship." Again the inference 
slipped out. Scott and McCoy noticed it, but did not comment. 


"The galaxy's a big place," Scott reasoned, "and there are only a few starships patrolling 
it. True, we don't get to visit all the settlements as often as we'd like.” 


Diogenes walked away from the desk and moved over to a small table. He poured himself a 
drink from the pitcher, his back to the visitors. Gulping down the contents of a cup, he then 
returned to the desk and sat down. When at last he spoke, his voice seemed calmer. 


"Perhaps you don't understand the nature of Goodhope. These people have come here seeking 
a sanctuary from the injustices, the persecution of a society which failed to accept them as 
they are. Most suffered - through no fault of their own - because they were labeled different, 
unsuitable to live among what was considered normal people. I have given them a home. I will 
not allow them to be subjected to the prying, insensitive treatment of outsiders who long ago 
rejected them." 


Uhura felt her throat constrict at the conviction in the man's words. "We try not to be 
insensitive. A starship encounters all manner of beings, from all walks of life. We are taught 
to see the beauty in each form and appreciate the individual uniqueness." 


Diogenes seemed to notice her for the first time. "Perhaps you would understand Goodhope, 
Lieutenant. Unfortunately, your high-sounding words are not the truth of the Federation. Bigotry 
and prejudice do exist." 


"Mr. Diogenes," Scott sighed, “we're not here to question your philosophy or intrude on 
your way of life. We merely want to take a look around, check on the colony's well-being, 
fill out some reports...." 


WNo i" 


McCoy gauged the man clinically. "Why are you so opposed to this visit? If the colony 
is doing as well as you imply, you should take pride in your accomplishment, You could be an 
example to the rest of the Federation of what can be achieved by people who were thought to be 
outcasts." 


"Pride?" Diogenes snapped. "A deceitful term! We have no wish to prove ourselves to 
anyone. We want only to be left alone in contentment." 


"Nevertheless, you do invite new seekers. You do campaign for pilgrims all over the 
galaxy. You distribute literature, hold rallies.” 


"I spread my truth to all who have a need. My message is not meant for those with hatred 
in their hearts.” 


"T'd like to hear about Goodhope from the people themselves.” McCoy's tone held a subtle 
challenge. 


"You have spoken to me. I am the voice of Goodhope." 
Before McCoy could answer, the door to the office opened and a young woman entered. She 


stopped suddenly, seeing the Starfleet officers. 
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“I'm... I'm sorry. I didn’t know there was someone here... 


Diogenes flashed a warm smile and stood. "Come in, Leiis. It's all right, don't be 
afraid." He moved toward her and put an arm around her shoulders. "These are officers from a 
Starship." The girl seemed nervous, "This is Leiis, one of our devoted workers," he introduced. 


Scott and McCoy started to rise, but Diogenes drew her attention away from them. "What 
is it you wanted, my dear?" 


"Argus was working on the school, but I was sure he was supposed to be on the clearing 
crew. I came up to check the assignment sheets Jim made up." 


The Enterprise officers caught the name, but held their reaction. Diogenes didn't seem 
to notice, but Leiis turned quickly toward them. She met McCoy's eyes for a second, then looked 
away. 


"The work day is nearly over," Diogenes was saying. "Let him stay where he is for now. 
You can straighten it out in the morning." 


Leiis nodded and without looking at the visitors again, hurried out. Diogenes turned back 
to them. "As you can see, the presence of outsiders makes my people nervous. Now, I suggest 
you go back to your starship, fill out whatever reports you need, and leave Goodhope to me." 

Scott stood, refusing dismissal. "You dinnae understand. We represent the Federation, 
and Goodhope is a Federation colony. We have a job to do and we're verra conscientious about 
doin' our jobs." His words carried the hint of threat. 

Diogenes drew himself up to his full height. He looked huge. "Mr. Scott, I have been 
more than patient with you. I have given you more time than I have to spare. In Goodhope, 

I am the power and the authority. My decisions stand." 

Scott matched the leader's stance. "Mr. Diogenes, a Federation starship is in orbit to 
investigate your colony. We'll be back in the morning with teams to conduct that investigation. 
I strongly suggest that you co-operate." 


Diogenes' eyes looked wild. "We are prepared to resist this invasion... !" He stopped 
abruptly, seeming aware of his outburst. 


Scott peered at him. "I seriously hope you'll reconsider that action." 
The leader took a breath. "We are a long way from a Federation headquarters." 


"Aye, that we are." Scott motioned to McCoy and Uhura. They headed for the door. "Till 
the mornin’, sir. We'll try to make this as simple as possible." 
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Back in Sickbay, the three officers discussed the meeting. McCoy fumed. "He's hiding 
something. Damn! We should go in right now." 


Scott frowned. "Perhaps, but we'll give him a few hours to think it over, He's a bit 
puffed up, but he dinnae seem totally unreasonable." 


Uhura was thoughtful. "That girl mentioned Jim... the Captain?" 


"Maybe... " McCoy was analysing what had taken place. "She was certainly scared of 
something." 


"It could be as: Diogenes said.” Scott rubbed his chin. "Maybe these colonists are timid 
with outsiders.” 


"Or maybe they're afraid of Diogenes. Damn, I wish we knew where Jim and Spock are." 


"Doctor, we can locate them by their transponders, but it won't tell us anything unless 
you feel we should pull them up out of there." 


McCoy faced the dilemma. "I'd like to, Scotty, but, hell... if they're all right... I 
wish we'd have seen more... " 


"I'11 do whatever you think best, Leonard." Scott was troubled. "Say the word and they're 
back on the ship." 
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The three officers looked at each other. McCoy made up his mind. "Scan for them, Scotty." 
Scott moved to give the order, when the intercom buzzed. 

"Message from Goodhope, Mr. Scott," the voice came over the speaker. 

"Put them on." 


"Enterprise, this is Goodhope. Diogenes says he will arrange for you to visit with some 
of the colonists in the morning, but requests that you delay beaming down until you hear from 
him," 


Scott didn't reply at once, his eyes questioning McCoy. The doctor frowned. "It's not 
what we asked for." 


"But it's more than he agreed to when we left." 


McCoy sighed and nodded. Scott pressed the transmit button. "Tell Diogenes we'l} be 
waiting for his call. Enterprise out." He threw a worried look at the others. "Will a few 
more hours make so much difference?" 


"T hope not, Scotty. I hope not." 


Chapter Fifteen 


F. below, in a tiny cabin in Goodhope Colony, the objects of the Enterprise's concern 
were oblivious to the ship's presence. Kirk had moved Spock to the couch on the first floor, 
where it was cooler during the heat of the day. All afternoon, Spock had alternated periods 
of lucidity with moments of delerium. The fever was so high Kirk feared he would go into 
convulsions. 


The stomach cramps were nearly unendurable. Spock, who normally could master his pain 
to an extent no Human could, was victim to paroxysms of violent agony. No medication seemed 
to touch the pain. 


It was an ongoing battle to keep fluids in his system. He was constantly thirsty, and 
nothing would stay down. Water was offered repeatedly to prevent dehydration. Kirk tried 
hard not to give in to despair, to keep his raging impulse for action under control. Desper- 
ate, he had no where to turn, nor could he leave Spock's side. 


"oy. dim...?" The croaking whisper claimed his attention. He knelt by the side of the 
couch. 


"I'm here, Spock... right here," he calmed, wiping the fresh beads of moisture from the 
Vulcan's face and neck. 


“Where... ' Spock's fever-bright eyes took in his surroundings. "... still... Goodhope," 
he mumbled. 


Kirk held the ever-present cup to his lips. "Try to drink this," he instructed. "The 
ice is all gone -I'll get more in a little white." The frozen chips were easier for Spock to 
consume and seemed to stay down better, but ice was in short supply with all the feverish 
colonists. 


Spock propped himself on an elbow and drank greedily. His tongue and throat were swollen, 


and swallowing was difficult and painful. He managed a few gulps and drew his head back. 
"... Enough... " 
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Kirk put down the cup and eased him back against the cushions. It made him ache to see 
the Vulcan suffer so terribly. Two days of the fever had physically wrung Spock of strength 
and will. He was slipping, Kirk knew, slipping away from him, and Kirk could do nothing to 
prevent it. 


" .. I can't... be like people here... " Spock murmured chaotically. "... Must be... 
myself... look at... data... clinically... the results are... never... Jim...!" 


"Yes - yes, Spock?" Kirk took his hand, pressed the hot, damp flesh firmly. 


"... good to... allow... some feelings... some... " His eyes focused on Kirk, a gentle 
pleading reflecting his distress. 

"T know," Kirk said softly, understanding. "It's all right. I've always known." 

",.. You are the best... " Spock didn't, couldn't finish. He grimaced as the pain sliced 


through him. 


"Oh, God... " Kirk drew him close, ready to cry with frustration and agony. "God, please 
... we'll make it, Spock. Just hang on. We'll make it. We'll get to the ship and Bones will 
know what to do... " 


If Spock understood his words, it was not apparent. He clung weakly to Kirk, his fingers 
picking at Kirk's sleeve. 


".,. Belonging... important to... everyone... Vulcan doesn't... 
"No, no... take it easy - relax," Kirk told him tenderly. 


He realized that he could wait no longer to gain access to the transmitter. Even calling 
the ship now, he wasn't sure if Enterprise would reach them in time to save Spock's life, but 
he had to try. 


As the Vulcan lapsed into a fretful sleep, he considered various plans of action. Deep 
in thought, he nearly missed the faint tapping at the door. When he realized that someone was 
there, he crossed quickly and threw the latch. 


"Jim...! Jim, I must talk to you... to somebody... !" Leiis stood, pressed against 
the doorframe, her hair tousled, her eyes wild and frightened. 


Kirk took her arm and pulled her inside the cabin, closing the door firmly. "Leiis... 
what is it? What's wrong?" 


Her gaze darted frantically about the room, then rested on Kirk, pleading. "It's... 
past curfew," she faltered, then went on. "I'm so confused, and I... ° 


"All right, take it easy." Kirk put his hands on her shoulders. "Here - sit down." 
Gently, he led her to the table and guided her into one of the chairs. Taking a seat 
opposite her, he asked, "What's happened?" 


She had seemed to calm slightly under his influence. Shivering, she folded her hands 
on the table. 


"Re-remember when we talked the other day? You... you told me that Diogenes was... was 


dangerous." She seemed to choke on the word. "No... it cannot be true... it cannot... but 
it is... it... Jim, he must be sick, he must... " 

"Leiis, calm down and tell me - " Kirk began. She reached across the table and gripped 
his hand. 


"Today - tonight - just a little while ago, officers came... from a starship. Starfleet... 


Kirk's mind leaped with surprise, followed by elation. They were here! God, Bones, 
you've done it again, bless you! In his excitement, he squeezed her hand, relief flooding 
him. Then he realized she was still speaking. 
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"Diogenes is like a madman.- Jim, I'm scared. He refused to let them into the colony. 
They said they'd be back in the morning. Later, after they left, I listened... he was talking 
to Caldin. He wants to ... ki2Z them! He told Caldin... he couldn't let them find out... the 
two of them were making plans... horrible plans... " 


Kirk's stomach folded in on itself. Damn, the landing party would be walking into an 
ambush. "We have to warn the ship... " he stated flatly. 


"Jim, where do you fit into this?" Leiis lifted her tear-streaked face to his. "When 
the officers were here, I... " she stared back down at the table, "I touched the mind of one 
of them. I know it's wrong, but I had to know... your name was there. I felt it.” 


Kirk decided to be honest. "Those people are my friends, Leiis. I told you that I came 
here to learn the truth. You must believe me, because I need your help." 


The sound of coughing distracted him. Kirk was at the couch instantly, supporting Spock 
until the spasm had passed. Leiis had followed, and stood behind him. 


"Spock is very i111," she observed sadly. "Just like Sufo and Dani." 

In one motion, Kirk stood and turned, gripping her arms fiercely. "Yes - just like Sufo 
and Dani! And he'll die - like they died - unless I can get him the medical help he needs! 
Leiis, don't you see ~ can't you... ” 

",,.Jim...?" Spock's voice was weak but lucid. 


Kirk turned his attention away from the girl and back to his friend. Calming, he sat 
beside the Vulcan and rested a hand on his shoulder. 


"Yes, Spock?” 
" ... who... you were talking? I heard... voices...?” 


"Leiis is here, Spock." Kirk debated how much to tell the sick man. "We're going to have 
to go out for a while - will you be all right here by yourself?” 


"Go... where?" Spock, even weak with the fever, was immediately suspicious. "Jim... no 
more... trouble... " 


Leiis stared at them, then drew herself up straight as if making a decision. 
"T will help you." Her voice was stronger, calmer, 


Kirk glanced at her in gratitude, then looked back at the Vulcan. “There's no time to 
explain it all now, but everything's going to be all right. I won't be gone long.” 


"I... cannot... stop you." Spock closed his eyes in resignation. From behind closed 
lids, he murmured, "Please... be careful." 


Kirk pressed his shoulder and stood. To Leiis, he spoke quietly, authoritatively. "Come. 
Let's go.” 
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They kept to the shadows, avoiding the monitors, and spoke in whispers. Kirk felt the 
adrenalin flowing; he was in charge again, taking the lead, planning, moving. He explained 
to Leiis that she must get Diogenes out of the house, lure him away on some pretext, allowing 
Kirk to slip upstairs and locate the communications console. 


She nodded thoughtfully. "Yes... I can do that. Anything else?" 


“Just get him away, then go back to my cabin and lock the door. We won't be in any danger. 
My friends will arrive within minutes, but I don't want you caught in the middle." 


"What will they do - when they get here?" she worried. 


"They'11 take care of the sick. They'll find a cure." 


He knew she was thinking of Diogenes, but she didn't press. Instead, she changed the sub- 
ject. "I didn't realize that you and Spock were... so close. It's a beautiful thing, your 
caring." 


Her words caught him off-guard. "I don't know what I'd do without him,” he said simply. 
Almost casually, he added, "Spock is a telepath, you know." 


Her eyes reflected her surprise. "He is?" 
"All Vulcans have touch-telepathy. I told you it was nothing to fear." 


They had reached the house. They stood in the shadows and Leiis was very still. "Perhaps 
. someday... I could experience such... devotion, then." 


Kirk took her in his arms, gently, aS one would a child. "You have the rest of your life, 
Leiis, and it can be good, it can be beautiful." 


Slowly, he bent up her chin and leaned over her, brushing her lips with his own. He felt 
the quickening of her heart and she clung to him for a long moment before stepping back. 


"I'll hurry... '' she promised. Without looking back, she scampered up the front steps. 
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Leiis did not pause to contemplate what she was doing. She knew only that she must do 
this. Jim needed her, in a special way that no one else ever had. Later, when it was over, 
Diogenes would understand. Diogenes was wise and good and he cared for his own, always... 
always. 


She burst into the office and rushed up the darkened stairs, calling his name. The urgency 
in her voice, the suppressed sobs were not faked; they came easily. 


"Leiis...?" The leader stood at the top of the steps. The light behind him reflected his 
silhouette. 


"Oh, Diogenes, please... come quickly." She faced him. "I've just come from the infirmary 
and Dr. Towers needs you immediately." 


Diogenes seemed to sag. "Not tonight... " he groaned. "What is it, Leiis?" 


"The doctor thinks he's found a cure, and he needs your permission to administer it. And 
there are several patients who need your presence... please, it's critical.,. " Leiis took a 
deep breath and tried to steady herself. 


With an enormous effort of will, Diogenes gathered his control and nodded. "Very well. 
Let's go.” 


As they hurried down the path toward the infirmary, Leiis stole a sidelong glance at the 
man by her side. Their beloved leader was dirty, his clothes stained with sweat, his hair 
uncombed. His face was drawn and haggard, and she suddenly suspected that Diogenes was an 
older man than he seemed to appear. Her heart tore with love and compassion for him. 


TI am not betraying Diogenes... T am not! she reflected wildly.- Surely what T am doing will 
ultimately be best for hin. 


She had lagged a few paces behind. Diogenes paused and waited for her to catch up. With 
a gesture of comfort, he put an arm around her shoulders as they continued. 


"My poor Leiis... " he murmured. "You have suffered much these past days... " 
Her stomach turned over with guilt, and she could not look at him. They rounded a corner on 


the path, and Leiis noticed a lone figure walking in their direction. As they converged, she 
recognized Bereth. 
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Diogenes hailed him. "Bereth! What is this I hear - Gordon has isolated the cure!" 


The scientist drew close to them and shot the leader a puzzled frown. "What? Where did 
you hear that? I just came from the infirmary." 


For a moment, Diogenes was confused. "He sent for me... 


"I don't think so... " Bereth seemed to consider. "As a matter of fact, Dr. Towers is 
getting ready to close up. That's why he sent me home." 


"But... " Diogenes faced suddenly filled with dawning awareness. He looked down at Leiis, 
his eyes narrowing. “Damn you!" he spat, all the hate and venom in him contained in those two 
words. 


Leiis quivered under the attack of emotion and he read the truth in her eyes. For an 
instant she thought he would strike her. Instead, he shoved her toward Bereth. 


"Keep her here? It has to be Kirk. She's given him time to find the transmitter... " 
Quickly, Diogenes spun on his heel and ran back toward the house. 


Bereth, totally confused, held Leiis tightly by the arms. Her guilt had been replaced by 
fear and she struggiéd in his grip. 


"Please - let me go! Bereth - release me! He's going to kill Jim Kirk! I can't let him - 
"Leiis... what's going on?" Bereth was clearly terrified. 


"T can't explain... " she managed to free one arm and began to pummel him with her fist. 
"Let me go!' 


Dumbfounded, he released her, watching as she raced after Diogenes, who had disappeared 
Bereth had no idea whether or not to follow her. Diogenes' ominous words echoed in his mind. 
‘,.. It has to be Ketek... ' Whatever was happening, one thing was certain - they were in 
trouble up at the house. Perhaps it was none of his business, but Caldin must know. With 
newfound purpose, and a need to be rid of the responsibility for decision, Bereth headed for 
the cabin occupied by Caldin. 
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The upper story of the house was awash with light, Kirk discovered. Both rooms were fully 
visible, and he paused, trying to decide where to begin his search. It was cooler up here, 
and Kirk realized that the generator was used by Diogenes for his personal comfort. Lighting, 
temperature control - even an electronic musical system. 


He began in the kitchen. Books and papers scattered under his fingers. A cabinet in the 
far corner, he discovered, was locked. Frustration mounting, he smashed the wooden casing. 


A pull-down shelf contained the object he sought. An audible sound of relief escaped 
Kirk. At Last... the consele... 


Like everything else in Goodhope, it was an old model, but the lead wires were hooked up 
and it appeared to be functional. 


Suddenly and without warning, there was the sound of running footsteps. Kirk stood and 
turned, startled by the intrusion. 


Diogenes burst into the room, his eyes filled with loathing, a crazed look on his face. 
In his hand, a phaser was aimed at Kirk's midsection. 


"I should have killed you when I had the chance!” 


Kirk lifted his chin. “Then, you'd better do it now, because it's the only way you'll 
keep me from using this console.” 


Abruptly, Diogenes moved the weapon and fired past Kirk. Kirk whirled to see the console 
sputter and burn. He swung around to face Diogenes. 


"Do you realize what you've done? You are insane!" The phaser was aimed at him again. 


Diogenes smiled, a grimace of perverted pleasure. "I have prevented your interference once 
and for all. Just as I will stop anyone who tries to oppose me." 


"Diogenes, you can’t do this - you can't possibly succeed." Kirk attempted reason. "What 
will you do? Tackle Starfleet single-handedly?" 


"By what rank shall I address you? Commander?" Diogenes regarded him speculatively, a 
faint mocking tone in his voice. "Did Leiis tell you that a ship was here today? That precious 
starship you kept insisting was nearby?" 


Kirk’s thinly controlled rage sharpened his words. “My ship. The Enterprise. I'm her 
Captain." 


Diogenes inclined his head slightly, still mocking. Then he glared. "Captain Kirk = a 
truly dishonest man - a man who would sell his own soul. You are the most despicable example 
of Federation treachery and indecency I've ever encountered. You -- " 


Leiis' arrival was heralded by the sound of her clattering footsteps, She flew into the 
room, panic-striken and shaken. 


"Diogenes - no! Don’t -- " 


The leader did not remove his eyes, or the phaser, from Kirk, but fury seemed to consume 
him anew. 


"Leiis ... " he intoned, "you would chose to be a part of this? You would betray Goodhope, 
blaspheme against me, for this...?" 


"Diogenes, please... I beg you! Jim only wants to help Goodhope... 


"Don't beg him, Leiis." Kirk's wice was cold and hard with contempt. 'He doesn't care 
what you - or anyone - thinks. He never has." 


"That's not true, Jim!" Leiis came to Kirk's side, ignoring the phaser. "You don't know..." 


"Leiis, come to me!" Diogenes ordered. "Stand away from him.” 


She faced the leader. "Why? So you can... k¢2Z? I've been blind - you blinded me, but 
now I see again. I see with my mind - I hear - " 


Leiis was becoming hysterical and Kirk feared for her safety. She was vulnerable; every-~ 
thing she had believed in had been taken from her. 


"All those people... '' she continued. "My friends... sick, dying,.. why don't you kelp 
them? Why do you refuse... " 


“"Leiis... " Kirk interrupted, "go away. Leave here while you can -- " 


“I commanded you!" Diogenes roared. "Leiis Indesta, you will be punished. You will see 
your wickedness... " 


There was a popping noise like an explosion behind Diogenes, To Kirk's horror, he saw 
flames begin to lick at the bookshelves. 

"No!" she screamed. "No more.., punishment! No more... wickedness! I... cannot... " 
Several smaller pops punctuated her speech. The room filled with smoke. The furnishings 
began to burn 


Diogenes was taken as much by surprise as Kirk. He spun around, taking in the destruction 
behind him. Kirk seized the opportunity and tackled him, knocking the bigger man to the floor. 


The phaser slipped beyond the grasp of either man. They wrestled, only dimly aware of the 
string of explosions around the room. Leiis' power was out of control, threatening to engulf 
them all in fire. 
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Kirk struggled, no match for the giant Diogenes. Smoke threatened to overcome him, His 
eyes and throat burned with it. The unequal contest seemed to go on forever, as Kirk fought 
with the fury of a man who could lose everything. Then, he was overcome. Diogenes pushed him 
against the smoldering couch, and the heat against his arm forced him to release his grip on 
the leader. Off-balanced, Kirk was not prepared for the stunning blow to his midsection. 


He tried to move and found he couldn't. He could barely draw a breath into searing lungs. 
Diogenes towered over him, his watering eyes raging, his voice barely a croak. 


"Die - here. Ashes are a fitting... end!" Unsteadily, Diogenes turned and started for the 
doorway. 


Halfway there, a ceiling beam gave way and crashed, burning, to the floor, pinning Diogenes 
beneath it. 


Kirk heard the almost inhuman how] of pain and terror, and he forced himself to move, to 
rise. Stumbling, trying to keep below the smoke, he crawled toward the fallen man, now so 
ominously still and quiet. 


"Diogenes... " Kirk coughed, choking. He tugged desperately at the heavy timber, but it 
was useless. The leader was beyond his help, and Kirk knew that if he didn't get out himself, 
he would succumb to the smoke. His thoughts chaotically recalled the image of the man weeping 
for Sufo D'Tin. 


Leiis, forgotten in the struggle and confusion, was still standing where they had left her. 
As Kirk turned, he suddenly remembered and made a move toward her. For an instant she stood, 
her face so vacant of expression that Kirk thought she had gone into a trance - or was mad, 
Then, without the familiar popping, Leiis Indestra began to burn, Her dark hair sent new sparks 
flying into the conflagration. Her body was instantly consumed by flame, and she neither cried 
out nor seemed aware. The corpse twitched, upright, then fell to the floor, sparks shooting in 
all directions. 


Kirk felt the black bile rise in his throat as he tried, without success, to scream. Her 
name came out a whisper. 
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Stumbling, choking, he reached the doorway. The hallway and staircase were dense with 
smoke, but he propelled himself forward, lurching, sliding down the narrow steps. 


Outside at last, he took in as much of the fresh air as his abused lungs would allow. 
Too shaken to go farther, he sat heavily on the front steps to regain his equilibrium. 


Dimly, he realized that lanterns were going on all across the colony, and there were the 
sounds of rushing feet and a stabbing light coming toward him. From the darkness, Caldin and 
Bereth emerged. 


"01 - O - GENEEES!!" Caldin mounted the steps, sheer panic on his face. 

Kirk stood, realizing his intent, and barred his path. “Caldin ~ no! It's too late." 

"No ~ " The man struggled as Kirk restrained him. "No - I've got to get to him! Let me 
go!" 


"Tt's no use! He's dead, Caldin! You can't get up there... 


Caldin went rigid under his hands, every fiber of his being denying Kirk's harsh words. The 
fire had spread to the first floor, and they could see the flames licking out behind them. Force- 
fully, Kirk dragged him off the porch and away from the burning house. It was then that Caldin's 
numbness wore off and he sagged against Kirk with a roar from somewhere deep inside him. 


"My life... my love... Diogenes... Diogenes... you can't leave me... 


Kirk held him tightly, trying to comfort, to console the most terrifying grief he had ever 
witnessed. His own sense of desolation intensified under the onslaught of Caldin's emotion. 
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Bereth came up to them, his eyes raking coldly over Kirk. "z'ZZ take care of him. Goodhope 
takes care of its own." 


Kirk released the sobbing Caldin to Bereth without a word. But the young scientist lost 
his tone of authority when he took Caldin against him. 


"What shall we do? What sha?] we all do without him? Caldin, Caldin... how shall we exist?" 


"You'd better start by putting out that fire," Kirk observed. "Organize your people... " 
The two men, however, paid him no attention. 


Colonists with lanterns were beginning to hurry toward the house. The sound of voices was 
swelling, and all Goodhope was in confused chaos. Kirk's immediate thought was that he must get 
to Spock, before the Vulcan was made aware of what had happened. Thinking of his friend, Kirk 
felt some of the tension lift a little, as if a clear path had been lit in his mind, that single 
thought a beacon of promise. 


Getting to his own cabin was not as easy as it seemed, The pathways were choked with 
colonists, all heading toward the burning house. Word was filtering down from the first to 
arrive that their leader was dead, and fear and panic was growing. People stopped to sit 
down and cry, some blocking the ever-forward procession. Some went running blindly for the 
house, bumping over children and old people. Kirk was stopped repeatedly to be asked the same 
questions in halting, frightened tones. 


Once, it was Leander. The tall, slim human, clad only in a pair of sleeping shorts, 
grabbed Kirk by the arm. 


"Jim - is it true? Where is Diogenes? What happened?" 


"The main house is on fire - they. need people to man the hoses. Go help, Leander," Kirk 
told him. 


The fingers dug more deeply into his flesh. "But... where is Diogenes?" 
"He was... in the house. I'm sorry.” 


As with Caldin, the truth shocked Leander, He let his hands fall to his sides and began 
to whimper. "No... no... " 


At last Kirk reached his own cabin. He had see the door to every cabin standing open, 
but he was shocked to find his, too, ajar. 
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Somewhere, people were shouting, A word clarified in Spock's dawning consciousness. 
Fine... He nodded lethargically, accepting the proclamation. The fever's own fire consumed 
him and it was all an illusion, a dream-image of noise and urgent calls, 


Then the trained-Vulcan part of his mind took over and he struggled for full awareness, 
separating what was outside from what was within. And something definately was happening 
outside. 


A hand shoved open the unlocked door of the cabin. Groggy, Spock sat up. The anonymous 
figure paused only a moment before rushing away. 


"Fire - up at the main house!" 


Spock felt a shiver wash over his sweat-soaked body. His vision dimmed. The main house. 
And Jim had gone out with... Leiis, he remembered. They were out there, and if what Spock 
suspected were true, they had gone to find the transmitter. 


T mast find him - I must... Spock's thoughts skidded abruptly to a halt. He could do 
nothing of the sort in his present condition and he knew it. Even standing seemed an impossible 
task. 


I must try. The noise was further away now, moving, he presumed, toward the main section 
of the colony. He leaned forward, supporting his weight on his arms and sought to control his 
heartbeat and respiration. 


For several minutes he sat that way, gradually mastering his body with his mind. Sweat 
slaked off, rolling down his arms and legs, but he did not notice. His stomach cramped; he 
ignored it. At last he felt ready to attempt movement. 


He stood, unconscious of his near-nakedness and crossed stiffly, slowly, to the opened 
door. He was pouring out a tremendous amount of psychic will, but the toll would be exacted 
later, and now was when he needed to act. 


Weakly, he sagged against the wall, then gathered his control to continue. He reached the 
door just as another figure blotted out the opening. 


"Jim!" Relief coursed through him as he beheld the wonderful, grimy, soot-streaked image 
of his Captain. Spock stood straighter, sensing from the tense, hunched figure that his own 
strength would be needed. "What... happened?" 

Kirk seemed startled to see him up, but the surprise quickly faded, replaced by gratitude. 
Wordlessly, Kirk leaned against him, resting not so much his weight as an invisible burden too 
heavy to bear. Spock smelled the strong odor of smoke, saw the blisters on his hand, the 
bruises darkening along the side of his jaw. He pulled the Human closer. 

"Diogenes is dead." Kirk's voice was flat, controlled. "And Leiis... " 

The words astounded the Vulcan. He had not anticipated this news. "How did it happen?" 


Kirk pulled away and his eyes were suddenly concerned. "You shouldn't be up. What were 
you trying to do?" 


"I heard the commotion... " 


"Diogenes' house is on fire." Kirk wiped a hand over his face, streaking the dirt with 
his sweat 


Spock's control began to falter. He realized that he would have to sit down or he would 
fall and make a mockery of his effort. Unsteadily, he started for the couch. 


A strong arm banded his waist, taking the bulk of his weight in a protective hold, With 
Kirk's help, he attained his destination and sat heavily. 


"Lie down... '' Kirk urged. 

"Tam all right for the moment. Jim... " He reached out for the other's blistered hand. 
"Tell me." 

"Leiis'... power went out of control. She... broke under a divided loyalty." In halting 


tones, Kirk told him everything. It was a dry, emotionless report, one such as the Vulcan 
himself would have given. '"Goodhope is in chaos," he concluded. “Nobody seems to know what 
to do, and the Enterprise won't return until tomorrow morning at the earliest." 


"Jim - it was not your fault." Spock knew his friend's thoughts, could sense his underlying 


need to express them. "The flaws were there, within the man, before we ever arrived." 
"He didn't need to die." 
"No one ever does." 


Kirk looked at him, a penetrating gaze, then he stood. "I've got to help them. Will you 
be all right?" 


No, Spock wanted to tell him. No - stay with me, Takk to me,.. Aloud he said, "I shall 
accompany you.” 
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"Don't be ridiculous. You couldn't even get across the room." His open palm pressed against 
Spock's forehead. “You're burning up. I don't know how you're managing to control the effects 
of the fever, but it won't last." 


Spock stiffened and pulled away from his touch. "Jim, whatever has happened tonight, what- 
ever will happen, I, too, am a part of it. My body is under control now, and I cannot simply 
lie here.” 


Kirk regarded him for a moment, then nodded. "Perhaps you're right. Let's go." 
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The events of that long night would remain forever etched in their minds. Death and 
destruction reigned in Goodhope Colony. When they arrived at the main section, they walked 
into the middle of a nightmare. The colonists had made no effort to extinguish the house, 
and its charred ruin lay collapsed upon itself, still smoking and smoldering. Some of the 
people had put torches to the Rotunda and a few nearby buildings, and now their added blaze 
lit up the night sky. A few of the more rational were struggling to quench the conflagration, 
but most of the colonists walked around trance-like, wailing and whimpering. 


Kirk tried to talk to them, individually and collectively, but they paid him no attention. 


In the clearing, where the colony ate, the long wooden tables contained the less mobile 
colonists. It was here that they found Caldin and Bereth, lying in a drying pool of blood, 
Caldin's hand still gripped the knife which had split open their throats. 


Spock knelt beside the corpses as a sickening wave of agony washed over him. Bereth -- 
young, brilliant, scientifically gifted, had preferred death to a life outside Goodhope, a 
life without Diogenes. He touched the dead man‘*s cheek. The lines from his tears had dried 
in the smoke soot. An illogical waste of life... The Vulcan shivered. 


Kirk went to his knees, torn by sorrow and guilt. Caldin -- so loyal to Diogenes, so 
patient and understanding with his Jeader. He had been, perhaps, the only person in Goodhope 
who truly knew who and what Diogenes was, and now he could never tell them. Damn you, 
he swore silently at the corpse. You should have stayed alive - to tell his story, to make 
the galaxy see that 4t was not a simple delienation of good and evil, Why was it necessary 
gor you to take your own Life? For the finst time, you were truly gree... 


Caldin's voice came back to haunt him, from a day that seemed a lifetime ago. ‘Jim... 
do not betray hin. Fon abl our. sakes... ' Kirk trembled, his fingers clenching and unclenching 
around Spock's arm. 


"Captain... ' Spock turned to face him. '"We can do no more here. Shat1 we move on?” 
Kirk met the mournful eyes. "Yes... are you feeling all right?" 


"No... but I can manage." Grimly, Spock gained his feet, a pained expression etched on 
his face. 


They moved away from the bodies. In the distance, they could see the infirmary. It seemed 
to be untouched, and Kirk wondered how many colonists inside, too ill with the fever to be aware, 
even knew what was happening outside the building. If the Enterprise found a cure in time, they 
could survive the holocaust of Goodhope. Ironically, the disease might be their salvation. 


Together they returned to the Rotunda and helped organize the fire brigade. Many of the 
workers were the new colonists - Kirk recognized the names from his rosters. Perhaps, he 
considered, their attachment was less ingrained, their absorbtion into the colony incomplete. 


There was a commotion over in the direction of the house. Hurrying to the scene, they 
discovered that several men had entered the ruins and somehow, they had managed to locate the 
charred body of Diogenes. When they arrived, Nars and two other men were arranging the funeral 
bier, fashioning it from wooden planks. 


"Oh, my God... " Kirk wanted to turn from the sight, but he held himself erect. The Vulcan's 
hand closed on his shoulder. 
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They watched as Valla and another woman stepped forward and draped the body with silken 
cloth. Irrationally, Kirk wondered where, in Goodhope, they had found it. Around them, a 
crowd began to gather, as more and more of the colonists streamed to the site. 


The wailing intensified, and then it took form. Someone began to chant, and the others 
picked up the poignantly one-sided litany. 


"We are Zoved in Goodhope." 
"We belong in Goodhope.” 


"No one is different here... ° The voices faltered over the words, sobs mingling with 
speech. 


Slowly, Nars and four others bore the planks upon their shoulders and moved toward the 
clearing. Kirk and Spock found themselves propelled along with the mob, marching in the 
bizarre cortege. Kirk caught his friend's eye, but there was nothing to say, nothing they 
could say. 


Lanterns ringed the clearing, although dawn was inexorably breaking. The now-silent 
crowd circled the catalfaque - a wooden table. A lone voice began to sing, chilling them 
with mournful tones, a song of joy turned into a hymn of grief. 


"T'ue never had a home 
Like thts place. befere. 
Never in my Life, sinee the day I was born... ” 


A man stepped forward, his body moving in time to the notes. Kirk recognized him. It 
was KimSoon, the oldest member of their circle group. As the Oriental raised his arms above 
his head, Kirk saw the gleam of metal in his hand. Swiftly, the hand plunged; KimSoon's 
body arched into the thrust. 


"It's a knife! Spock - he's got a knife... " 
"Jim -- " Spock pulled his attention away from KimSoon's falling figure. Kirk realized 
that all through the crowd, colonists were producing weapons, tools. With frenzied motions, 


people were taking their own lives. A few feet away, Kirk saw Valla take the knife from 
KimSoon's body and shove it roughly into her own heart. 


"Valla - no!" Kirk sprang forward, fear propelling him. 


She gazed blearily at him, and the consumate grief in her expression chilled him. "We 
... Choose... " The statement hissed through her teeth. 


Nars took his sister's body in his arms. "To live in a universe without Diogenes is 
unacceptable.” 


Kirk turned to find the Vulcan at his side. Around them the terrible wailing intensified. 
Blindly, Kirk lurched away, pulling Spock with him, away from the circle, away from the wooden 
table with its gruesome burden, away from the spectacle of a group gone mad, away from the 
deaths. 


"No... more," he managed. "No more!" 


kk KK 


The lantern light still glowed in their cabin. Kirk slammed the door behind him, throwing 
the latch in an illogical effort to lock out the suffering and chaos of Goodhope Colony. Spock 
sagged against the doorframe, the effects of his psychic control beginning to weaken. 


"Even in death... " Kirk shuddered, "they follow him... Despite everything he was, every- 
thing he did to them... " 


Spock trembled, "What was he?" His knees buckled and he stid down the wall. He, too, 
felt the frustration, the consumate sorrow, but he could not express it. 
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"Oh, God... Spock!" Kirk knelt beside him and pulled the Vulcan close. 


"Jim... they do not understand. They were bewitched by Diogenes, believed he was every- 
thing... " 


"He did that to them. He made them believe it... " 
"Is there... nothing we can do to stop them?" 


Kirk shook his head. "You saw them. There's no reason, no sense in what they're doing, 
and still... " Spock took a breath, trying to concentrate, trying not to slip into sweet 
oblivion. Kirk needed him awake and yet the Captain, usually so perceptive about the Vulcan, 
seemed not to notice his discomfort. He made no move to rise from their position on the floor, 
continuing as he considered. "Spock, did it seem to you that many of them wanted to die? They 
seemed to prefer to end their life rather than face it without him." 


Spock nodded against him. "Yes, Jim... without him they have nothing... they believe they 
are nothing." 


Kirk shifted slightly, drawing Spock closer. "Not all of them. There are those who are 
dissatisfied, unconvinced. Some were dissenters like Anton, others just had doubts." 


"Then, perhaps, they shall survive." 


Abruptly, Kirk pulled away from Spock, dropping the Vulcan almost casually against the 
wall. He stood and crossed to the door, opening it and looking out. "There are fires all 
over Goodhope, the Rotunda, the shed... If they come this way, we'll have to be prepared to 
evacuate." 


Spock tried to sit up from the awkward position and failed. "Jim, I'm not certain I 
could... " he began weakly from the floor. Kirk seemed to notice him and whirled, closing 
the door behind him. 


"Oh, shit, look at you." He moved once more to Spock's side. “I'm sorry. You ought 
to be in bed." Carefully, he lifted Spock and helped him to the couch. "Don't worry, if we 
have to get out of here, I'11 carry you." Spock seemed to have no strength of his own and he 
sagged as Kirk rather clumsily deposited him on the couch. 


"That... may prove inconvenient," he managed. 


Kirk looked a bit chagrined as he realized Spock was referring to his less-than-gentle 
treatment, then he met Spock's eyes and they smiled at each other, understanding. 


"Well, Mr. Spock, I've never let lack of convenience be a deterrent," he admitted. 


"T know," Spock answered, shutting his eyes. He felt the now-gentle hands settle him 
back against the pillow and straighten a blanket over him. 'Jim," his voice was serious, 
"do you really think there is a danger that they will burn the cabins?" 


Kirk pressed his palm against Spock's neck. It was still too hot. "ZI don't think so," 
he reassured. "The destruction seems to be turned inward against themselves. Can I get you 
anything? Some water?” 


Spock shook his head. The room was spinning, the cramps were beginning again, He tried 
to control and found he had no power left on which to draw. He doubled his knees up; a short 
groan escaped through clenched teeth. 


"Damn... " Kirk knew how bad the Vulcan's pain must be for him to lose control. Suddenly, 
Kirk dropped down to the floor beside the couch. Sitting crosslegged, he leaned his back 
against it and took his friend's hand. "Don't die on me, Spock. Please,.." he whispered, He 


felt himself tremble with exhaustion. He was drained, emotionally and physically. He leaned 
his head back against Spock and shut his eyes. Faces floated unbidden before him - Leiis, 
Caldin, Bereth, young Anton, Dr. Towers and Leander, their neighbors, Nars and Valla... 
Superimposed on all of them was a gentle, pale giant with yellow hair and probing green eyes. 
Diogenes - larger than life, accusing, demanding, compassionate, loving. He was all of those 


things and more, and now he was gone. Havoc emcompassed Goodhope - a mass without a leader, 
humanity without direction, 


Diogenes stood before Kirk, his face, his words a challenge. ‘You think you know what Good- 
hope 44... IT have given them purpose, a place and a home... " 


what made you different? Kirk demanded. What made them follow you, worship you? What power 
did you have to direct Lives, that men and women gave up everything and bebkeved you? You were 
ruthhess, cruel, yet you had onky to speak and they Listened. You had onfy to demand, and they 
obeyed. 


Questions - so many of them that he knew he would never answer satisfactorily. The image of 
Diogenes taunted, seeming to mock him. 


".,. Without me, they are nothing. Without me, they cannot exist... ” 


Poor, blinded, misled people, craving love, needing a sense of belonging... and to think, 
Kirk realized grimly, that Goodhope - Diogenes - was all the galaxy had to offer them." 


Weary beyond belief, Kirk's eyes closed and his head slumped toward his chest. The night 
had exacted its toll from him and he sank deeply into oblivion, 


Chapter Sixteen 


landing party, which consisted of medical and sociological teams plus a heavy security 
contingent, materialized in the exact spot they had the day before. 


When they had failed to hear from Diogenes by 0800, a fretting McCoy had urged that they 
contact the colony again. He had remembered the leader's words ~- ‘Our day begins early...' , 
and was beginning to suspect that they were being put off by the reluctant host. 


The transmission met with silence, as though the receiver on the other end was dead. Without 
hesitation, Scott ordered the standing-by teams to the transporter room. They would wait no 
longer to appease Diogenes. 


The scene which greeted them spurred them into action immediately, Dead bodies were every- 
where. Every building in the main section was either smoking or a mass of rubble. Those who 
had survived the madness of the night appeared to be walking around as if in a trance. To the 
landing party, it seemed as if some terrible, natural calamity had wreaked havoc on the colony, 
but a natural disaster did not account for the self-inflicted wounds on the corpses, or the 
knives and axes around which cold fingers were still curled. 


McCoy damned himself for not having insisted that they monitor the colony during the night, 
for having been placated against his instincts by the smooth-talking Diogenes. Had they not 
all been wooed into trust by the man's dynamic force, they might have prevented whatever tragedy 
had occurred. 


He tried to talk to the shuffling, vacant-eyed survivors, but no one seemed capable of 
speech, or else his questions provoked fits of hysterical weeping. He could learn neither what 
had happened nor the whereabouts of Kirk and Spock. Desperately fearful for the safety of his 
friends, he contacted the ship and told Scotty to locate them by the transponders. 


Awaiting the co-ordinates, he and Sulu crossed to what had been the clearing, and it was 
there that they found the largest congestion of survivors, clustered around a table which con- 
tained the remains of the leader, Diogenes. 


One of his medics came up to report that an infirmary was full of desperately i1] patients, 
some near death, and all afflicted with raging fevers, Impatiently, McCoy waited for Scott's 
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reply. Goodhope a disaster, some sort of epidemic - in what condition would he find Kirk and 
Spock in the midst of all this? 


kk kK * 


Kirk awoke with a start. It seemed he had only dozed for a moment, but a quick glance at 
the chronometer told him it was 0820. 


He rubbed viciously at his eyes with a fist and stood up. The landing party was returning 
this morning - they should be here soon, if he knew McCoy and Scott, He had to get to the 
clearing immediately. He was halfway to the door before his mind €ompletely awoke and he 
remembered. 


"Spock... '' He turned back to the couch, nearly stumbling in his haste. "Spock - no!” 


The Vulcan was lying as he had left him, his body perfectly motionless, his skin as pale 
as ivory. Kirk had not meant to sleep, had not meant to leave him unattended, 


Kirk's knees quivered and he knelt quickly before he fell, searching desperately for some 
sign of life in the still form. 


A sound from behind caught his attention. As he turned, the door opened and McCoy, Sulu, 
and a security guard rushed in. 


Kirk was too upset, his nerves too frayed, to even feel relief. Anxiously, he turned back 
to the Vulcan, trying to rouse him. 


"Bones... help him... " 


Thedoctor was at his side instantly, before Kirk had even spoken. "My God, Jim, what 
happened down here?" McCoy ran the mediscanner as he spoke. 


"Diogenes was killed." Kirk's gaze never left the Vulcan, his heart racing with fear. 


"We found his body." McCoy shot a hypospray against Spock's arm. Despite his curiosity 
and the shock of what he had found in Goodhope, all his attention focused on the il] First 
Officer. 


Spock's labored breathing became more rapid and Kirk watched with relief as the Vulcan's 
eyes fluttered open. Kirk gripped McCoy's arm for support and seemed to sag, then he caught 
himself and related briefly what he knew about the illness. 


The doctor stilled Spock's feeble movements by pressing him back against the cushions. 
He spoke with urgent haste. "Complete disorientation from the fever, and a major breakdown 
of the life processes, I'll get him up to the ship and on support mechanisms immediately," 
He turned around, and for the first time seemed to notice Kirk's state of health - the burns, 
the bruises, the signs of complete exhaustion. "You too, Jim, You're coming with us, now, 
I'11 have to quarantine you both until we isolate the microbes." 


Kirk began to tremble. The ordeal was finally over, his ship was here. They could go 
home. His legs buckled and McCoy grabbed him to keep him from falling. The doctor guided 
him to a chair and sat him down. Kirk looked up at his friend, 


"Bones, you were here yesterday. Why did you leave? What took you so long to return?" 

McCoy shifted uncomfortably. "I... I don't know, Jim. We spoke to Diogenes. I didn't 
trust him. I was afraid something might be wrong... and yet... yet, we waited... because he 
asked us to... no, told us... and somehow, we listened to him, as if we wanted to believe 
him... no, that's not right, either... " McCoy was almost stammering, unable to explain. "Oh, 
hell, I don't know, Jim. I only met him for a few minutes, and yet... " 

Kirk put his face in his hands. "Never mind, Bones. It's okay." 


McCoy was still troubled. "There was something about the man." 


"Yes." Kirk’s voice was quiet. "There was something about the man." 


The doctor put a hand on his friend's shoulder. With the other, he pulled out his commu- 
nicator. "Three to beam up. Isolation procedures." 


E pilogue 


he Enterprise stayed in orbit for nearly three weeks, while additional help arrived. 
When the figures were in, Kirk had learned that 632 people were dead, and six more succumbed 
to the plague before a cure was isolated. Over 400 survived, but nearly all of them seemed 
to be suffering from varying degrees of shock and had to be removed to rehab centers, where 
they might be helped to cope with readjustment. Starfleet had arranged for their transport- 
ation, and ordered the site of the colony closed down. 


The mop-up operation had occupied a large task force of Enterprise personnel, and Kirk 
had assumed command as soon as McCoy released him from quarantine. He had handled the business 
from the ship, though, and it was not until today, with their departure only hours away, that 
he had beamed down to make the final check in person. 


The sight of the bleak landscape had unnerved him. Where once a thriving colony had stood, 
where over a thousand people had lived and loved and belonged, there was now only rubble. He 
materialized in what had been the dining area, the clearing where so many happy assemblies had 
taken place. The benches and serving tables had been removed and the dirt turned over. Gazing 
around, it looked as if Goodhope Colony had never existed. 


Ensign Palmer came up to him. "Captain - section five is secure. We're the last, sir.” 
"All right, Ensign. Prepare your team. We'll beam up in twenty minutes." 


As Palmer departed, Kirk heard the whine of materialization behind him. Turning, he 
saw the form coalesce into the familiar outline of his First Officer. 


"Spock - what are you doing down here?" Kirk was concerned. Spock had been released 
from Sickbay only two days ago, and still remained on light-duty status. Although McCoy 
assured Kirk that Spock would suffer no lasting damage from the illness, the Vulcan was still 
thin and gaunt, and Kirk felt a need to protect him. 


"Sir, the Reliever and the Lincoln have just left orbit. These reports need your 
initials." He handed Kirk a clipboard. 


"And you, too, felt compélled to return.” Steadily, Kirk met his eyes, "I understand. 
And I'm glad you're here," he added quickly. He turned, to stare out toward the hills, where 
he had walked that night when Anton Law had been caught stirring a rebellion against Diogenes. 


"Jim... ' Spock moved closer. "We must let go of it. We came here to do a job, and 
that mission is now over." 


Kirk looked at him, skeptical. "You don't believe that any more than I do. We can't 
forget that easily. It's not an abstract equation. Some of those people who died were our 
friends. And, Spock, I keep wondering. Did we betray them? Are we to blame for what happened 
here?" 


"The seeds of destruction were present before we arrived. The epidemic would have occurred, 
the dissenters were here. How far would the colonists have followed Diogenes before enough 
people rallied to put an end to his tyranny?" 


Kirk considered. "Yet, for so many to follow him into death... " he shook his head. “In 
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the long run, I suppose it was their own insecurity which brought about their destruction. They 
were doomed as long as they allowed themselves to be manipulated, depending on someone else to 
govern their lives." 


"Perhaps," Spock responded, "our being here brought things to a conclusion more swiftly, 
more dramatically, but the ultimate result would have varied only slightly." 


Kirk was thoughtful. "There are few people who have never felt the sting of alienation." 
He regarded his friend, carefully chosing his words as the idea formed. "But sometimes, we try 
too hard. We all need to be wanted, but when that becomes the most important thing in our lives, 
we become too vulnerable." 


"As they did. As Bereth and Valla... " 


"Yes, exactly." Kirk felt the sting of their deaths anew. "We have to care what other 
people think of us, but it shouldn't be so all-consuming that we lose sight of what we think 
of ourselves." 


"Logic such as that seldom works with Human nature, Captain,” Spock's tone was chagrined, 


"No." Kirk sighed. "There have always been men like Diogenes, and there always will be, 
I suppose. Wherever there are people whose needs are unfulfilled, there will be someone waiting 
to fill them." 


The Vulcan shivered slightly in the warm breeze that ruffled their hair, Kirk was instantly 
mindful of his health. "C'mon, Mr. Spock. You and I have a ship to take care of." He put a 
hand on the Vulcan's shoulder. 


"Yes, Captain." 


Together, they left Goodhope Colony for the last time. 
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A §ttend 44 a person who 4s for yot 
atways. He wants nething §r0m you 
except that you be yourself. He 44 

the one being with whom you can geek 
sage. With him you can utter your 
heart, <ts badness and its goodness 
..A grtend is an impregnable citadek 
06 refuge in the strige of existance. 
It 45 he that keeps alive your facth 
ain human nature, that makes you believe 
that it 44 a good universe. He 44 the 
antidote to despain, the elixer of hope, 
the tonite for depression... Give to him 
without reluctance. 
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Allow the editors a bit of nepotism as we include the 
following poem. While working on the zine, we discovered 
it one morning, discreetly placed on the desk by a rather 
timid fourteen-year-old poet. In keeping with our theme 
of continuation, the merging of past and present, we 
felt this represented the continuity of our Star Trek 
dream. We offer it now, from the future. 
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When you need someone to hokd on to == 
And there's no one there to hold, N77: 
You sometimes feel mistreated NE 
And not too very bold. 
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There are times when Life is hard 
And it seems nothing's on your side, 
You feek Like you want to burst 

But ake that you do 4s hide. 
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You know that I understand you 

But somehow I don't fit in 

Because you always seem to block me 
From the needs you have within. 
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T'2L always be there by you 
So don't fear I'LL disappear 
Because IT know you need me, 
And I wikl always be there. 
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IT hope you understand me 

In the ways that I have said. 
T know you'Le always trust me 
In whatever Lies ahead. 
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Renée Diane Volker 
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CHEAP THRILLS: Carol Hunterton, 43 Old Bergen Rd, Jersey City NJ 07305 


Issue #2 available, #3 accepting submissions. An adult K/S zine with no 
graphics or artwork to detract from the explicit fiction (or to raise the 
price!) Some funny, some serious. 


ENTER-COMM: Canadian Contingent Press, 1068 Bathgate Dr. Ottawa, ONT. KIJ 88 
Issue #4 currently available, #5 due Feb.'82. Send SAE with 1 IRC for info 
on "the speediest little zine in fandom". Submissions welcome. 


GALACTIC DISCOURSE: Satori Press, 208 W. Crow, Eureka IL 61530 
Reprints available of issues #1 & 2. Current issue, #3 still available. One 
of fandom's loveliest and best quality zines. Editor: Laurie Huff 


GATEWAY: Martha Bonds, 5905 Yonkwood Rd., Baltimore MD 21239 
Issue #1 still available, #2 due Sept. '82. Submissions and SASEs welcome. 
A ST zine where the unordinary is ordinary. Tales of the bizarre, macabre. 


IMMORTAL ARE THE DANGERS: same as above 
A GATEWAY special edition novella by Elaine Romig, illos by Sonia Gingras. 
Due in Feb. '82. Editor: Martha Bonds. SASE for limited print run. 


NOME: Victoria Chark, 445 E. 86th St., New York, NY 10028 
Issue #4 still available, #5 due Feb. '82. A ST genzine, contains some adult 
material. Issue #3 (delayed) will be a novella by Barbara Storey, TILL HUMAN 
VOICES WAKE US. SASEs welcome. 


MAINE(LY) TREK: Walking Carpet Press, PO Box 485, Temple, ME 04984 
Issues #2 & 3 available. "Mainly" ST, with some SW. Genzine, high quality 
publication. Editors: Mary Ann Drach & Kathy Lynch 


OUT OF BOUNDS: Cindy Deren, 2521 Woodmere, Akron OH 44312 
A new adult K/S anthology zine, edited by Pam Rose and Lezlie Shell. No illos 
or poetry. SASEs, and submissions for issue #2 are welcome. 


PRECESSIONAL: Satori Press, 208 W. Crow, Eureka, IL 61530 
A novel with emphasis on the K/S friendship theme. A totally different tale, 
extremely well written and illustrated by Laurie Huff. 


STYLUS: Margaret DeLorenzo, 6427 Hanewait St., Baltimore MD 21224 
The Writer's Digest of fan publication. An information exchange for the new 
fan and the old hand. Editors: Martha Bonds, Nancy Kippax & Margaret DeLorenzo 


VAULT OF TOMORROW: Marion McChesney, 3429 Chestnut Ave., Baltimore MD 21211 
Issue #1 still available, #2 due Feb. '82. Submissions & SASEs welcome. A 
ST genzine with no thematic emphasis, no adult material. Offset, spiral bound. 
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CONTACT 8 is accepting submissions for publication in Feb. '82. 
Featured will be, "The Starless Years" by Martha J. Bonds - a 
powerful story which raises the question of what happens when, 
after a ten year separation, Kirk and Spock find themselves on 
opposing sides. Additional fiction by Crystal Taylor, Ginna 
LaCroix, and the editors. Poetry by Lovett, Taylor, Sylvester, 
Bev and Robin Volker. Send SASE for price when available. 
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UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR: Susan Bridges, 200 W. 79th St. 14H, New York, NY 10024 
The very best fanzine listing. Everything you need to know to order. 
Published bi-monthly. Subscriptions available. 


THE HONORABLE SACRIFICE: Bev Zuk, 24 E. 13th PL., Lombard IL 60148 
A fascinating novella written and illoed by Bev Zuk, with special emphasis 
on McCoy, and the McCoy/Kirk relationship. Quality writing, mimeo. 


Gloria-Ann Rovelstad is selling two beautiful sculptures, one of Kirk, one 
of Spock. Her work is finely detailed and reproduced. Send SASE for price 
and phote. Gloria-Ann Rovelstad, 535 Ryerson Ave., Elgin IL 60120 
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THE WORLD IS SO EMPTY IF ONE THINKS ONLY OF MOUNTAINS, 
RIVERS, AND CITIES; BUT TO KNOW SOMEONE WHO THINKS 
AND FEELS WITH US, AND WHO, THOUGH DISTANT IS CLOSE 
TO US IN SPIRIT, THIS MAKES THE EARTH FOR US AN 
INHABITED GARDEN. 










-- GOETHE -- 


SHORE LEAVE IV -- it's not too early, folks! 
JULY 9, 10, 11, 1982 


THE HUNT VALLEY INN 
Cockeysville (just outside Baltimore) Maryland 


Make checks payable to: 


$ 8.00 until December 31st ST A.f. 
$ 9.00 until April 30th PO BOX 10126 — 
$10.00 thereafter and at the door Towson, MD 21204 


Please include 2 SASEs for Progress Reports 


This #s a fan con, with panels, filksing, costume call, skits, games & more! 
Volunteers welcome! Become involved! 


All room reservations must be booked with the Hunt Valley by June 18th, and 
a one-night deposit must be pre-paid. All rooms, regardless of the number 


of occupants, are $44.40 (tax incl.) per night, and all have two double beds. 


The hotel is one of the loveliest around and has a pool, sauna, jacuzzi and 
other recreational facilities. 


Con Committee Chairman: Geraldine Sylvester 
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MAGNIFICENT, THIS ENDLESS SEA 

EXISTING PAST TOMORROW. 
ENCOMPASSING ALL LIFE, ALL DEATH % 

ENTICING ME TO FOLLOW. 

* * 

LURING WITH CELESTIAL LIGHTS 

THEIR PURITY ENTRANCING 

A SYMMETRY TO MESMERIZE * 

A TRANQUIL PLEDGE ENCHANTING, 

* 

ALL KNOWLEDGE HELD IN SACRED TRUST 

ALL MYSTERIES UNRAVELED, 
BEGUILING WITH ETERNAL BOUNDS 

THE UNSEEN WORLDS TO TRAVEL. 

* ¥ 
TRANSFIXED | FEEL YOU SUMMON ME, 
I'M HELD IN FASCINATION, 
SUSPENDED ‘TWIXT YOUR REALM AND MINE - 
CONSTRAINED BY OBLIGATIONS, + 


* 
Suzanne Elmore 
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